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PEEFACE. 



*^tt you could only write a book one day and 
publish it the next !" as a friend of mine lately 
exclaimed. Then, indeed, one could keep up with 
the times. 

But, alas ! my book, to-day offered to the public, 
was projected — ^let me see — five, six, yes, seven 
years ago, at the very least. The foundation of 
it — ^long since slipped away — ^the outline of it, 
lost in the filling in, — ^were suggested by some of 
the traditions of a New Jersey district, related to 
me, from time to time, by a venerable New Jersey 
farmer, my host, and the companion or instigator 
of my excursions, during a few weeks* sojourn at 
the farm. He was minute in his delineation of 
the historical localities and revolutionary associa- 
tions of the neighbourhood, and they were not a 
few. I trust I profited by the valuable informa- 
tion he imparted, and added something to my stock 
of positive, though unproductive knowledge. But 
that the romantic incidents, the traditionary events 
of the district, related by him with spirit, and 
listened to by me with eagerness^ took fast hold 
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of ray imagination, and, though long in ripening, 
eventually bore fruit, the following pages fiirnisli 
voluminous proof. 

This little New Jersey graft, this germ destined 
to swell to such unforeseen proportions, long lay 
dormant Even when it started into life and 
vigour it promised only a miniature growth ; but, 
as sometimes proves the case with buds of foreign 
stock, it took wonderfully to the soil, claimed 
room for its expansion, and grew and grew, until 
at last it assumed the form, and acquired the 
dimensions, which it wears to-day. 

Meanwhile, busier fingers than mine, they tell 
me, and pens earlier in the field, have made the 
crime on which the incidents of my story hang (an 
unnatural and unusual crime in civilized com- 
munities), the basis and groundwork of more than 
one popular feast which fiction has served up to 
the public. Still, as I did not write my story for 
the sake of the crime, but have tolerated the crime 
for the sake of my story, — as details of material 
horrors have been subordinate in my mind, and 
will be, I trust, in my reader's, to the widespread 
and lasting influence which they exercised on 
innocent hearts and lives, — I venture to hope that 
this web of fancy, " long drawn out," may contain 
some threads of novelty, interest, and pathos. The 
will-o'-the-wisp that formerly beguiled the traveller, 
the ghosts that used to stalk through churchyards 
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at midnight, the spectres that once haunted for- 
saken homes, have all heen extinguished, laid to 
rest, or banished by knowledge, reason, and 
experience ; but so long as individual hopes, and 
loves, and fears are merged in the universal lot, so 
long as each human heart is but a link in " that 
electric chain wherewith we are darkly bound," 
what hope is there that the will-o'-the-wisp of 
deceit, the ghost of buried joys, the spectre of 
withering fears, will cease to beguile, startle, and 
haunt the great heart of Humanity ? 

And because we all have within us such false 
lights, such hidden ghosts, such stalking spectres, I 
venture to believe that in probing life deep at one 
point, I may chance to reach to the common root, 
that haply I may awaken a respect and sympathy 
for truths buried in life's unfathomed wells, and 
may thus strike the secret spring of all charity, by 
suggesting the debt of love, compassion, forgive- 
ness, sympathy, which each owes to all, and all to 
each; since who is there who does not, may not, 
must not, carry in his breast that pitiful thing — a 
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HAUNTED HEARTS. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE OLD DUTCH TAVERN. 

Every circle has its centre. To describe a circle) one 
must choose a given point, and radiate theuce at equal 
distances. The north-eastern corner of New Jersey is 
that part of the earth's surface on which I propose to 
describe a circle, and the centre of that circle is Stein's 
Tavern. 

Stein*s Tavern, then, is my starting-point. But why 
he in haste ? The weather is cold, for it is winter ; it 
is nearly dark, for the days are at the shortest ; to strike 
out into the country, is to expose one'd self to solitude 
and poor cheer, for the neighbourhood is thinly popu- 
lated, and not much given to hospitality. 

The reverse of all this is the case at Stein's. It is 
warm there, for great wood fires are blazing in all the 
chimneys; it is light in spite of the gathering darkness 
without, for the windows glow with the fiame of an 
nnusual number of lamps and candles ; there is a 
prospect of good company, too, if one may judge from 
the echo of voices in and about the house, the number 
of vehicles crowding the stables and sheds, and tlie 
multitude of country people, on foot, on horseback, or 
in carriages, who are converging towards this convivial 
centre. 

It is evidently no time to turn one's back on Stein^a 
Tavern. So we will linger a while at this place of 

B 
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entertainTnent, at least until the party breaks tip and 
the other guests take leave. 

Stein's Tavern is a heavy-browed Dutch building, 
standing close upon the main road, which it fronts, and 
only separated from another highway which cuts the 
former at right angles by the tavern yard. The question 
might here arise whether anything can be termed a 
yard which is merely a vast space, for the most part 
nnsodded, dusty, littered with chips, ox-yokes, cart- 
wheels, everything indeed which is useless and un- 
sightly, and in no way limited or enclosed, otherwise 
than by the roads which constitute two of its boun- 
daries, the long stretch of building which flanks it on 
the inner side, and the barns and other outbuildings 
which are huddled together in its rear. But who has 
not seen just such yards f 

The building itself is liberal in its dimensions, pre* 
senting a vast deal of surface in proportion to the actual 
accommodations it furnishes, is painted white in front 
and red everywhere else, and boasts, like most New 
Jersey houses, a very unnecessary number of doors and 
windows. As there is an entrance at the side of the 
house, opening upon the yard, and two of equal' pre- 
tensions facing the road, it would be difficult to decide 
which constituted the main approach, or honorary 
threshold, were not this question determined by a 
Dutch inscription over one of the front doorways, an- 
nouncing food and drink for man and beast. To this 
advertisement of the character and purpose of the 
building is subjoined the date, — A.D. 1710. As it is 
on the evening of December twenty-third, 1812, that 
we have alighted at this doorway, the two dates, taken 
in connexion, betray the building to be now more than 
a hundred years old. 

This old tavern has a history, and if memorable 
events had left their mark on wood and plaster, its 
^alls would be written all over with meaning inscrip- 
tions. Its oaken framei hewn on the other side of the 
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Atlantic, and planted in its present position in early 
colonial da^^s, has outstood several generations, survived 
^upcessive wai^^ and, in some degree, shared the for- 
tunes of the new republic. Kev Jersey, protected by 
i^ remoteness from the frontiers, had been spared the 
disasters and cruelties that attended the French and 
Indian yrarfare, but he^ soil had in latjsr years b^en 
oy^rrui^ by British and Hessian soldiers, ^nd thjs two 
consecutive campaigns, which resulted so successfully 
for American ai*ms, and made this little State classic 
ground, had seen her settlers pillaged, impoverished, 
imd cruelly insulted by a lawless soldiery. The prin- 
cipal public-house of the district, standing unprotected 
at the junction of two highways, was at once a tempta- 
tion and a mark. To-day, privileged to furnish shelter 
and afford refreshment to the untiring patri<»t, who, 
during a winter of hardship and discouragement, was 
cheering and keeping alive the spirit of a handful of 
9ick and destitute men, the cross-road inn found itself 
on the morrow exposed to the ravages of foreign 
ruffians, who, successful in some neighbouring skirmish, 
pr retreating after some disastrous engagement, made 
the tavern the scene of their triumphant revels or 
barricaded it for their temporary defence — in either 
case robbing its larder, destroying its furnituro, brow- 
beating the landlord, driving away his cattle, and dis- 
persing his household. 

J^oor Hans Stein (for it was Stein's Tavern then) 
"would creep back after each such instance of robbery 
and wrong, and finding the late danger past, collect his 
fugitive family together, and endeavour to repair his 
losses, stem the tide of poverty, and hope for better 
days. Better days came at last — days of peace, lav/, 
and prosperity; right triumphed over might, and the 
land was free. 

But repeated misfortunes had lefl Hans Stein old 
and poor. True, the tavern still stood upright in its 
strength, and the adjacent land, for a circuit of some 
B 2 
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Bcrest, was the ])roperty of Stein. But the house had 
been despoiled of the few comforts and valuables which 
years of industry had enabled Hans to accumulate, the 
crops had been swept from his land, his bams and out- 
buildings had been bqmed. During the severe winter 
of 1776-7, which he and his family had passed in exile 
and wandering, his thrifty dame had dic^i of an illness 
induced by exposure and aggravated by home sicknessi 
When, in the chill days of March, reassured by the 
report that the British had been driven from the neigh- 
bourhood, Stein ventured back to his deserted premises^ 
discouragement met him at the very threshold. His 
doors were broken from their hinges, his windows 
shattered, snow had swept through the passages and 
accumulated in drifts in the comers, and the wind, 
rushing down the wide chimney, had brought with it 
a shower of soot, and darkened the once clean and 
sanded kitchen floor. Even the old house-dog, who, true 
to his trust, had never deserted the homestead on occa- 
sions of alarm, and who, after earlier and briefer 
absences on the part of his master, had always met 
him on his return with a proud look and a wag of the 
tail, which seemed to indicate the valorous palil he had 
played in the preservation of the property, even poor 
Dormer had fallen a victim to his fidelity, and the 
body of the loyal beast, ignominiously slain, and hang- 
ing stiff and stark in the doorway, was the ghost of 
the past and the omen of the future, which constituted 
Stein's welcome home. 

The old Dutchman was no longer capable of resist- 
ing memory or defjiug fate. He slunk down at his 
cheerless hearthstone, closed his lips upon a smoulder- 
ing pipe, uttered no complaints, but became thence- 
forward a prey to infirmity and helplessness. 

That which was despair to Hans, however, was 
opportunity to his son Diedrich. Hans had a generous 
soul, and prosperity was its element ; Diedrich's was a 
narrow nature, that could endure straits. HanS wtA 
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jovial, and craved sunshine ; Diedrich was sulky, and 
clouds and fogs suited his humour. Hans was soft- 
hearted, and so had been crushed hy misfortune; 
Diedrich was hard, and difficulties sharpened him. 

Father and son had never co-operated either as 
&rmers or publicans. So the latter had looked on 
sullenly, biding his time, — and his time had come. 
The old man sat now in the chimney-comer ; there 
was no other son to rival Diedrich ; Margaret, the 
faithful daughter and the useful drudge, was indispen- 
sable in the household, but Diedrich was farmer, land- 
lord, master. He throve. A few weeks saw the 
house in tolerable repair. In as many months a tem- 
porary bam had been built, preparations for tilling 
the land had commenced on a small scale, and the 
bar-room was opened to customers. In process of 
time, outbuildings reared themselves of more preteur 
sion than Hans had ever dreamed of in his best days, 
a new wing was added to the house, and Stein's Tavern 
became a place of reputation and resort, well known 
for a distance of thirty miles around, and familiarly 
spoken of in the city of New York itsel£ 

The notoriety of this country inn was due to two 
causes. First, to the natural advantages of its locality. 
Secondly, to the sagacious and time-serving landlord, 
who knew how to make the most of them. Neither 
of these elements of success was obvious to the super- 
ficial observer. The tavern, it is true, had been 
judiciously placed at the junction of two roads, each 
connecting market-towns, and consequently much 
travelled by the neighbouring farmers. It thus served 
as a half-way house, a stopping-place, and a rendezvous 
for the people of the district. But this, after all, was 
a small source of profit ; and except the occasional 
custom thus afforded, the house seemed remote from 
all chance of public favour and patronage. 

The nearest village was four miles distant, and was 
ftpi>i*oached by the cross-road, which, in this direction, 
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was a well graded highway, and easy of iriKTvl, bttt 
which, 08 it stretched back into the country, presented 
a continuous ascent, and led finally across a wild and 
lonely elevation, known as the Mountain, being the 
only high and mountainous land in the vicinity : a 
stray bit of some Alleghany ridge, already niemoraote 
as having often furnished a natural observatoty to 
General Washington during his winter camiNUgn iti 
New Jersey, notorious in later years as the scene of aii 
event which I am about to relate in these pages. 

Though this cross-road was a thorougnfiire ihuch 
frequented by fanners from the interior of the district, 
the fact that it did not furniBh a connecting link with 
the city of New York, rendered it of second-rate 
importance compared with the main-road, which odfli- 
municated directly with the great metropolis. This 
main-road may be described in one word — such waa 
its monotony. For two miles, in the direction leadiii^ 
to the city, it stretched away at a dead level, unvaried 
by a single hillock, and with only hi^re aiid there 4 
faimhouse or bam to break the dreary prospect. For 
two miles, in the opposite direction, the road waft ik 
counterpart to this — Abroad, straight, and so evenly 
graded that a foot passenger, at its further extremity^ 
was on a direct line of vision with the idler who 
watched his approach from the tavern door. 

Small prospect of diversion this place afforded tb the 
tavern idler, one would think, and seldom would hiS 
watch be rewarded by any variation in the dull uni- 
formity of the landscape ! Not so. And why t 
Because Stein's Tavern, lonely, bleak, and bare, was 
the centre of the finest race-course in the whblo 
country round. 

Fame has its beginnings, and Stein's Plains had once 
boasted only a local reputation. Jolly old Hans 
would laugh until his sides shodk to see Jock the 
pedler and Schell the market gardener invariably 
whip up as they left his door, and emulouijly make for 
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the city at a plunging canter, this being the only pace, 
out of a walk, of which either of their poor beasts was 
caj)able. 

The genial-tempered landlord would encourage the 
farmers' sons to test the mettle of their half-brokea 
colts on his racing-ground : with his head cocked on 
one sido and ah occasional whiff at his pipe, he would 
measure the speed of the animals, pronounce upon 
their joints, clap the owner of the best horse on the 
shoulder, and invite all the young men to take a drink. 
Thriftless Hans little anticipated a time when the lines 
would be marked out and the race-course measured ; 
when the city gentry would pour out in throngs to 
witness the sport ; when his place would be filled by 
a score of more accomplished judges ; when high-bred 
horses would await the signal, and his son Diedrich 
hold th6 stakes. Simple Hans might even have 
doiibted whether all this would benefit society, or 
help to build up his own fortunes; but far-seeing 
Diedrich had no such scruples. He knew, and acted 
on the knowledge, how to make other men*s pleasures, 
follieSj and sins all tend to the lining of his own pocket. 
Sly himself, he contrived to win confidence. Selfish, 
he nevertheless achieved a sort of popularity ; sus- 
pected by individuals, his charactei* stood well with 
the public. 

How he contrived to cater to all men's tastes, and 
receive their patronage in return, and what had proved 
the result of aproprietorshlp, now of some thirty years^ 
standing, we shall best learn by mingling freely with 
the crowd assembled in and around the cross-road inn 
on the evening of the above-mentioned December 
twonty-thirdi 
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CHAPTER n. 

A COMFORT OR A CURSE — WHICH f 

It 18 abont five o'clock. There is a oomparaiive lall 
in the excitement of the occasion, for the afternoon 
races are over, and the ball, which is to many the 
climax of the festivities, has not begun. The crowd, 
however, is at its height, the frequenters of the race- 
course not having yet dispersed, while the patrons <^ 
the evening pastime are already pouring in. Partiea 
having a long ride in prospect, are fortifying them- 
selves, individually, or in group, some at a select table 
in the tavern parlour, some drawn around the kitchen 
hearth, some hovering in the neighbourhood of the 
bar. Orders for refreshment are issued on all sides. 
The maid-servants are hurrying hither and thither, 
and two awkward farmer boys, drafted for the occasion, 
are stumbling over each other in the passagea Still, 
on the wliole, the attendance is good and the supplies 
ample, for old Stein is eagle-eyed, and his patient wife 
is slaving herself to death in the pautry, as she has 
been ever since she was his wife, and will be till she 
dies. 

Above stairs everything is in a buzz of anticipation. 
The rooms on the second floor have been allotted to 
the fresh arrivals; and here the farmers* wives, decked 
in tall turbans and Sunday finery, are enjoying some- 
thing more than a Sunday's gossip, while their daughters 
are tying on high- heeled slippers, or struggling to get 
a place at the mirror, or, with toilet completed to their 
satisfaction, are humming a lively air, and keeping 
time to it with impatient feet, while now and then 
the bolder sort are darting into the entry-way, chatting 
saucy nonsense to some country beau coming up the 
stairs, or peepincr through the rails with a half-sup- 
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pressed titter, intended to attract the attention of some 
citj gallant loitering in the hall belo^. 

Outside the house the scene is even noisier and more 
confused. Here hoi*ses are harnessed and unharnessed, 
horses are petted and praised, horses are abused and 
kicked. Men are laughing, talking, snapping whips, 
quarrelling, cheating, and settling their bets. There 
are all expressions of face among them, from the 
exultant smiles of fortunate competitors to the sullen 
airs of their discomfited rivals, from the shrewd side- 
long glance of the jockey to the anxious features of his 
probable victim, from the indifference of the looker-on 
to the eagerness of the wrestler in the game of tjhance. 

No one ventures to dispute the assertion of Stein, 
that the races have been successful, wonderfully suc- 
cessful, the most successful he has ever witnessed; 
there are many to echo this sentiment, annually ex- 
pressed by the landlord ; but there is more than one 
who responds to it by mentally cursing Stein, his 
tavern, and his racecourse, as being at the bottom of 
all his ill fortune in life. 

Among the former class, satisfied with the occasion 
and complacent towards the host, is a middle-aged 
gentleman, who has just mounted his curricle, and 
who, as he receives the reins from the hands of the 
landlord himself, exclaims, with good-humoured con- 
descension, ''Good-night, and a merry Christmas to 
you, Mr. Stein ! You have forestalled the date a little, 
but that is all right; to-morrow is Saturday, and it 
would not do to let the young folks' ball run into the 
Sabbath. Your races have gone off finely this year. 
I generally drive out to look on, and I never saw 
fleeter horses on the ground." 

" No one is a better judge than yourself, sir," said 
Stein, bowing, hat in hand, and bestowing a diplomatic 
glance on the handsome pair to whom the New York 
merchant was just giving the reins. 

**I don't much approve of this horae racing," re- 
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marked the merchant, as he aomewhat vainlj watehad 
the even trot of his own horses, and addressed the 
respectable lawyer who was the oompanioii of his 
drive; '*bnt our young men will have Uieir sporty mod 
these annual meetings furuish the best opportonity 
for completing one's stud. I want a better match tit 
that off horse, if I can find one; and, setting aside the 
i-aces, it is worth one's while to step over into Jerseji 
to dine off a canvus-back, served as one gets them at 
Stein's. Honest fellow, that 8tein ! Take care, there f* 
and the fine gentleman pulled up just in time to avoid 
i-unuing over a rough, elderly farmer, who, with his 
broad-bl:immed hat, pulled low over his forehead, was 
crossing the road, on his way to the tavern, without 
looking to the right or left 

" Bless me !'* cried the former, as he stepped aaidei 
and stood staring after the curricle, which, the obstade 
removed, rolled rapidly on. " How these New Yorkers 
sweep the road 1 They don't leave a Jarseymaa room 
to steer f 

" Don't let 'em run you down, neighbour Bjoket/* 
exclaimed a voice just beside him. " They drive like 
the devil on two sticks — ^them fellers do— '[^)eciallj 
arter dinner ; but the plains is free ground, and they're 
bound to turn out for a man whether or no." 

*' Wal 1" said old Kycker, retreating to the grassy 
road-side, and keeping a flank lookout as another light 
vehicle approached from the tavern, "1 reckon Fd 
better take a safe course, and go round the stump ; 
that's my way allers." 

'< You're an easy old cove, Ilycker, and the right (me 
for them folks to deal with," remarked his neighbour. 
" It stirs my blood a leetle to see how them city chapi 
rides it over the old settlers. You didn't jine in the 
races, farmer 1" 

'^ No, no," replied Bycker, fiusetiously ; '^ mj hosaea 
was busy at the plough." 

<< I jest see your red colt up at the shed," saU ilie 
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other. " Young Jo6*s beeii piiUiii' him dvei* the roa4 
I reckon." 

<< Joe fetched up his tnarmahd the gak about an 
hoiit ago in the wagon. They hadn't no rodm to spare, 
what with all thm* giihcracks and cockatoos^ so I 
footed it." 

" The ball's what you've cbine ftt, then, is ii T 

** Wal, yes. If the gals And boyS likes to stir tlieir 
stumps, I'ti9 no objections to lobkin' on, and hearin' a 
brisk tune or So on th^ fiddle." 

" Old Gatb plays lively yet," was the answer to this 
remark. '' Some on 'em '11 dance hearty to his music 
to-nighti Tm thinkin'^ and then agin some on *em 
wont" 

<<Ah, that's the wust bhX* said old Bycker. 
^That's the reason, to speak truth, neighbour Van 
Hansen^ that I've gin up the races, and keep Joe out 
on 'em when I can. I allers calketlate to have inore 
business than ordinary on hand these days, if it's only* 
to keep the boy at home. When folks set their hearts 
on the legs of a boss, they stand a ^bod chance to be 
diSappintedj and sarves 'em right ; they're a pack o' 
fools, all on 'em." 

"Walj ginerally speakin'," said Van Hansen, "I 
wouldu^t pitch a copper who wins, either way ; but if 
Geordie Kawle will be fool enough to run his brown 
mare agin the stuff them city blades stake their money 
and their souls on, why, you may depend on't Dick 
Van Hansen's heart is pdrty isUre to be sot on the 
mare's legs." 

*^ Ckordie's mare ! Do tell» now I" cried Kycker^ 
with animation. ^ Has anybody's beast gone ahead o' 
that t Geordie's mare's a lady ; what did Geordie put 
her on the course fur )" 

" 'Cause he's a fool, I reckon," said Van Hauseii. 

There was a moment's silence between the two meio. 
''Look herei Dick," said Bycker, at lengthy taking his 
neighbbur oy the buttoui and speaking confident^jr. 
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<* what do ver think about tliat bojr t Will he be a 
comfort to his poor old mother, or a cuss f 

*< Dun know,** responded Van Hansen, f^vely. 

'^Geordie 'd no business to do it," mused Rjroker, 
aloud ; ** his father*s son had no business to do it," — 
then added, looking inquiringly at Van Hausen, ''I 
*spose he bet on her, too )*' 

" *Spo8e so,** was the brief answer. 

** It'll kind o' discourage him,'* said Rjcker, softening. 

** Kind o' ? You ought to have seen them two— 
Geordie and the mare — look each other in the eye arter- 
wards,** said Van Hansen. ** I tell you them two felt 
jest of a piece ; they was ashamed — they was mad— - 
they was desp'rate.'* 

" He'll have to sell her, wont he f ' asked Rycker. 

'* Give her away, more like," said Van Hansen. 
'' Last week that mare would a brought a purty price. 
Who wants her now ? She was a fancy beast allers, 
and there was many a young blade had his eye on her. 
But Geordie held off till arter the races ; dun know 
whether *twas his pride in the crittur, or whether he 
thought he'd 'get a louder figure. Game's up now; 
he'll have to let her go for what shell fetch." 

" Poor Boy !'* said Rycker. " He sets a sight by her." 

"Who can wonder f* exclaimed Van Hansen. 
''That 'ere colt was born the night his father died. 
Fai*mer Rawle bred the finest bosses that were raised 
in the Jarsey s, but none on *em came up to this 'era 
There was consid*able stock on the farm when Rawle 
died, but only this fraction of a boss did Geordie get 
out on't. 'Twas his inheritance, farmer ; his inheri- 
tance ; the only plum ho got out of the pie T' 

"So small, it was overlooked]" queried Rycker, 
significantly. 

** Jest so, farmer — jest so ; else yer may be sure 
Stein's long fingei-s would ha' grabbed it. Where did 
the best bosses and cowi that are in his barn now first 
laam to nibble grass 1 Down in Rawle's meader^ J 
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" Rawle owed Stein money, I 'spose T 

" Can't say* Stein settledt he estate, of course ; who 
else could the widder look ter ? Settled it much to 
his own fancy, I reckon." 

" Pity, on the whole," said Rycker, " that he didn't 
take a fancy to Geordie's colt 'long wi' the rest. It's 
been only a mischief to the boy. Fust, he must needs 
raise it, then break it, and then ride round the country 
on it. Turns a boy's head to have a racer made to his 
hand, and a race-course running within a stone's throw 
of his mother's door. Now, when I was a youngster, 
there wem't no harm in boys matchin' their colts : but 
nowadays it's about the wust thing they could turn their 
hand ter." 

"And whose fault's that, I want ter know?" ques- 
tioned Van Hansen, sharply. "'Taint Geordie's 
doin's that racin's come to be such a temptation in these 
parts. No, he owes that as well's other things to his 
uncle Stein. Ever since old Hans was under ground 
Diedrich has been makin' this place a snare for men's 
souls, and featherin' his nest with the profits. I can 
remember when this used to be the peaceablest road 
you could travel on, and now there isn't a month in 
the year that these ere highfliers ain't a gettin' up some 
kind of a scrape, and Stein a-backing 'em up in 't." 

" It's e'en-a-most enough to make old Hans rise out 
of his grave that this 'ere road by his tavern door 
should prove the road to ruin fur poor Margaret's boy," 
said Kycker. 

" Ah, ha, neighbour 1" said Van Hansen, ** if old 
Han's ghost ever meant to rise, 'twould ha' stood up 
and protested on Margaret's wedding-day, when Die- 
drich sent her out of her father's house a beggar." 

" Didn't Hawle and his wife get Margery's share of 
the tavern-house and farm ? I'll take my oath she 
was entitled to that, an' a many years' wages too. She 
drudged in the tavern kitchen a good ten year or more^ 
to my knowledge." 
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«Sbe got a board-bill, farmtr; yet, a board-bill, 
beary enough to eat up her share of the irhole ooneam. 
Farmer Rawle told nie ao in his last siokness, and I 
believe it. It only adds one 6gnr* to a long scora that 
'11 come up agin that Stein at the day o* jadgment" 

** Hush, hush, Van Hansen T said Bydker, in a tone 
of mild reproof; ''that's a day when each on us '11 
have an account of our own to settle^ an* nothin' to do 
with our neighbours.'' 

** Hush, hush 1 Oh, yes, it's sure to be hush, hush, 
where Diedrich Bteiu is consamed. There's allers 
somethin' turns up to muzzle men's mouths if they 
venture to open 'em agin him. But what's the use o' 
talkin* f The Bawles chose to pocket the wrong, and 
it's too late to right 'em now ; besides, Geordie ditn 
know nothin' about it, an' if he did, he ain't one to be 
rakin' up old scores." 

'' It's better so, it's better so," remarked Bycker ; 
** 'twould only be calkerlated to set the boy agin his 
relations." 

*' I ain't so sure it's better so," said Van Hansen. 
'' Forewamed's forearmed, and I've some notion o' 
giyin' Geordie a wamin'. It goes again my grain to 
see that boy hangin' round the tavern, and keepin' in 
so thick with the Sfceins. I was at work for Stein a 
whole summer when I was prentice to my trade, as 
long ago as when he built on the t'other end o' the 
tavern house. My knowledge on him dates badk 
twenty year. He ain't a fore-square man, and they're 
a disjinted set, all on 'em ;" and the honest carpenter 
accompanied this professional diagnosis of the Stein 
character with an emphatic blow upon the gi*ound with 
his oaken stick. 

" Wal, now, if I was you, Yan Hansen,^ advised 
Bycker, " I wouldn't set Geordie to rootin' out mi*, 
cluef. He'd better go round the stomp. Family 
quarrels is bad, and there's a double connexion in 
the family, yer know." 
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<<HJang %he connexion T Maculated Yan Hansen. 
'^I hain't a donbt but the connexion was the rea- 
BOB for Bawle 9^4 Margery's swallerin' that board- 
bill whola Stein had married Bowie's sister only a 
year or two afore, and Miss Stein was kind o' sick 
and broken down. She's allers kind o' sick and 
broken dowp, poor body. Margery was glad enough 
to get fvep of her brother on any tarms, I'm thinkin', 
an4 Bawle was naterally soft about money matters. 
So they made it up. And what came on't. Why, 
when Bawle died, Stein stretched out his long fingers 
agin, and claimed — I dun know what — another board- 
bill, perhaps ; ha, ha I Bawle aiid his wife had taken 
a meal now and then at the tavern ! who knows ? 
Any how. Stein had the fixin' o' things, an' the wid- 
der got little enough out o' the property. That's 
what come o' sticklin' for connexion. Kow, I don't 
go in for connexion. I go in for character. I'm 
about equally connected myself with the Bawles and 
the Steins, but I ain't equal in my likin' for both 
families, by a long shot." 

"Don't you think you're rather hard on the Steins, 
Van Hansen 1" said Bycker. " When you git your 
back up, you're real gi'it. But there's old Hans Stein 
never had an innimy — ^without 'twas the Britishers — 
and Geordie's own mother — she was a Stein. Steins 
and Bawles is purty well stirred up together. 'Taint 
best to make too nice distinctions." 

*^ When I eay Steins," responded Van Hansen, irri- 
tably, "I mean the present lot on 'em — Diedrich and 
his stock in trade, Peter, and that sly jade of a Poll. 
They're all much of a muchness, and I fur one have 
seen enough o' their mean ways." 

^' Wal, now, there's your brother-in-law, Baultie," 
continued Bycker, "he must have a purty good 
opinion o' Stein. He consults him on most pints, and 
if it wan't fiir a visit at the tavern off an' on, Baultie 
*d be a hermit downright" 
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"Ah, farmer Rycker," said Van Hausen, raising 
Ills right arm as he spoke, and bringing it down with 
emphasis on Ryeker's shoulder, " now you've struck 
a clincher ! Ever since my sister Hannah married 
Baultie Bawle I've seen how Stein — the old fox — ^was 
earthin' in that burrer j may be Baultie has money — 
may be he hasn't ; any how, there'll be some pickin's 
yonder, and never a chick nor child to scratch for't. 
So old Stein's on the scent, and he'll nose it out, take 
my word for't." 

" I allers thought Baultie had a lurch for Geordie, 
his own brother's son," said Rycker. •* It's no more'n 
fair Geordie should have a fair shake with the Steins." 

" I tell yer, Bycker, fair play's not in Stein's cata- 
logue o' human vartues. He cheated Geordie's mother, 
he cheated his father, and now he's underminin' the 
lad. Why, I can remember when Mai'gery's boy half 
lived on the mountain with the old folks. They couldn't 
make enough on him ; my sister was allers stuffin' him 
with jelly and pie, and old Bawle 'ud pat him on the 
head, an' say, what trade shall wo bring him up ter, 
Dick 1 — or, will ye go to college, Geordie ? But how 
is't now ? Why, if Baultie meets him on the road, ho 
has iiothin' fur him but a long face an' a scowl, and 
dame Bawle shakes her head, and talks about wild 
doin's, and folks comin* to the gallers. I tell yer 
nothin's cut Geordie up like the way the old folks ha' 
turned the cold shoulder on him." 

" P'raps he desarves it," suggested farmer Bycker. 
"If all I've hearn tell on is true, Geordie's been run- 
nin' a pretty wild rig o' lato." 

" So he has," said Van Hansen. " I'm a trembliu' 
fur him myself. But because a lad's shaky on the 
foundation, is that a reason for pullin' him down I 
Prop him up, I say," prop him up, an' he'll stand stoufr 
on his timbers yet. But what do some folks do ia 
sech a case? Why, they pull out a nail here, an* 
loose a jint there, an' then call all the neighbours td 
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look in at the chinks. My brother-in-law, Baultie, 's 
naterally short-sighted, and his wiiVs deaf; who is it 
I want ter know, that keeps their eyes an' ears open 
to all poor Geordie's sins Y^ 

'^ Wal, sech tilings gets round," said Rycker. 

" Gets round !" cried Van Hansen. " So they do 
when there's hands to keep 'em a-spinnin'. I tell yer 
Stein's at the bottom on*t. He's pizened the old nian*s 
mind, and pizenin' a man's mind is one kind o' mur- 
der." 

"0101 O ! neighbour Yan Hansen, them's hard 
words I" exclaimed Hycker. '^ Stein ain't answerable 
for all Baultie's crotchets, and if a man cries up his 
own son, and reflects a leetle on another man's, by 
way o' comparison, why that's kind o' nateral in 
ftthers." 

'^ Nateral, is it 1 Then, thank Heaven, I never was 
a father," responded Yan Hausen. '' My hearth's a 
lonely one, farmer, but it's honest. So I'm fur home, 
an' a pipe, an' a mug o' beer. You'll need a hop in the 
tavern kitchen, Hycker, to warm up your cold blood, 
an' a glass of sperits inter the bargain, to wash down 
my hard words. I don't need any 8ich stirrin' up or 
heatin' myself. My blood's hot yet, if I am gettin' 
old. Good night 1 

'' Lor's sakes alive ! What a downright set them 
Yan Hausens are !" soliloquized Hycker, as he came 
out of the shadow of the stables, where he had paused 
duiing the dialogue with his neighbour, and approaclied 
the warm, bright tavern. The place looked so cheery 
and inviting, it did not seem right to condemn the 
owner for a bad-hearted man. " I reckon Yan Han- 
sen goes a leetle too fur," thought Eycker, '^ he's so 
prejudiced like. The Steins an* the Bawles is good 
enough friends fur's I know. What does he want to 
stir up ill blood atween 'em fur ? It's best to b'lieve 
what yer know, and not everjrthing yer've beam 
tell on." And as Bycker was about to enjoy the 
g 
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hospitalities of the tavern (he expected to paj his 
bhare towards the music and the supper — still it was 
none the less Steiu s ball), he made np his miod to 
think charitably of the landlord ; an opportune re- 
solve, for the spare, keen-eyed host was the first to 
bid him welcome as he entered the doorway. 



CHAPTER III. . 

0UT8TRIPFED IX THB BACK. 

DiEDBitsH Stkin was getting old — ^if that eoitld be 
■aid with truth of a man who was old at tliirty, and 
had been growing younger ever since. Not that lie 
had gone b&ck to the days of innocence, or sank into 
the imbecility of second childhood, but in all thoie 
things which make a man active, prompt, and efficient, 
8tein*s faculties were in their prime. Every year had 
made his features sharper, his eyes more deei>1y sunken, 
his florae more emaciated ; but every year had served 
also to sharpen and intensify the inner man, until the 
sluggish, unsocial youth had ripened into tbe ubiqui- 
tous, mercurial little despot, whose eye, voice, and 
hand were, like everything else in his household, the 
servants of his will. To look sharp, move quick, speak 
often and to the purpose, were not the promptings of 
his nature, but they were the necessities of his busi- 
ness. Deidrich understood his business, overcame his 
nature^ and through force of habit became a new man; 
In his small sphere and countrified fiishion, he was an 
autocrat, a diplomatist, almost a courtier. 

'' Glad to see you, &rmer i" was his salutation to 
£ycker. " You're too late for the races, but just in 
season for the ball. Your good woman has been warm* 
ing her feet at the fire upstairs for a half hour or more; 
If you're for something hot^ one o' the gals will wait 
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on you at the bar." "Off, Mr. Wicnl You start 
early — but you carry weight, eh?" he exclaimed, 
addressing a young man in riding boots, and with a 
long whip in his hand, who had just appeared in the 
doorway. "Til join you presently, Rycker" — spoken 
over his shoulder to the farmer, who looked shy and 
sheepish in the presence of the city gentry. " Some 
o' my guests just going — make yourself at home 1? 
" You're lucky on the course"- — with a congratulatory 
nod to Mr. Winn ; " always are — runs in some fiim^ 
lies, you know." " You for town, too, Mr. Cipher 1"-^ 
to a still younger man, with a crestfallen oountenancii. 
" I thought, perhaps, you d stay awhile, and join the 
juveniles in a dance." 

** Dance J What 1 1" responded young Cipher, with 
an oath which seemed too big for his mouth, and so 
only half escaped. 

" O, you're not quite up to it ? Is that it, my boy 1 
Your mind's running on your nag's broken knees. 
Never fear; he'll be all right in a week or two; just 
leave him in my stable ; we'll fetch him round. That 
was an ugly stumble, but you must try him again out 
o' these days. Fortius wheel 's always going round — 
remember that ; it will be your turn to be uppermost 
next time." 

Here a sudden slap on Stein's shoulder caused him 
to turn quickly. " Stein, old fellow I" exclaimed the 
jocular voice of a red-faced man, who had given the 
blow, " Ned Knuckle's in for a supper — Thursday o£ 
next week — that's the date! The best the market 
affords — that's the bill o' fare ! Supper for twelve, 
and Ned Knuckle foots the bill." 

" What does Stein care who foots the bill V* cried 
Ned Knuckle, emerging from the bar>room with an 
unsteady gait, and a cigar in his mouth. *' What 
matter is it to Stein, so long 's it brings grist to his mill 1" 

This remark was received with a laugh by a group 
of men who followed Knuckle into the hall. 
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^ Btein hasn't any faToaritcs f cricci onci 

*^ He spiles all his boys," said another. 

"Makes no excep-ep-tiona^ and shows no P'p-pai> 
tialities," hicooughed a third. 

"Oulj when he tips a wink to a customer,'' inter- 
mpted the red-faced man. 

'* And makes or breaks a bargain,'' growled a disap- 
pointed jockey. 

Shouts, winks, and horse-lauglis accompanied and 
echoed these little insinuations. Stein laughed, too^ a 
mechanical laugh of his, which chimed in equally well 
with genuine mirth, drunken mirth, mirth of which he 
himself was the subject He had the discretion, how- 
ever, to deprive his guests of their butt by stepping 
outside the doorway, where, standing with his hands 
behind his back, be watched, or facilitated, the departure 
of one after another who was in haste to be ofL 

" Fine evening, cap*n !" he remarked to a yonng 
man who was walking slowly up and down a little 
wooden platform that stretched across the front of the 
tavern. The young man, who had seemed abstracted 
and lost in reflection, paused on being thus addressed 
"Yes, a very fine evening, landlord." Then, as if 
rousing himself for the first time to an observation of 
the scene around him, he added, ''Many of your 
guests seem to be leaving, Mr. Stein 1 Driving back 
to the city, I suppose V* 

" Yes, the folks keep us pretty busy just about night- 
fall — what with going and coming both. How's your 
arm to-night, sirT and Stein glanced at the young 
man's arm, which was suspended in a sling. 

" Better, thank you — a little weak, that's all The 
wound has healed entirely. I only wear the sling now 
when I am out of doors, as an additional protection 
from the cold." 

" That's good," replied the landlord. « The ooontiy 
air suits you, sir; « you've picked up wonderfully sinoQ 
you've done n^e the honour to put up at my honae," 
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"Yes, the climate and the accommodationis have 
both suited me. You've made me very comfortable, 
Mr. Stein." 

This was complimentary — so much so that the land- 
lord bowed, as became him, and said a few words about 
having done his best. The young man had the easy 
air of one who feels quite at homa Still it was only 
necessary to watch Stein's manner towards him to be 
convinced that this guest at the tavern was looked u)jon 
as a distinguished personage. He talked familiarly 
enough with the landlord, questioning him with a 
listless sort of interest concerning local matters, espe- 
cially the races; but he had the stylish air of a man 
of the world, and Stein's obsequious manner was uH- 
mistiikable. The stranger's presence, too, seemed to 
exert an imposing effect upon the bystanders. The 
country people stared at him with mingled curiosity 
and awe, and the ambitious city blades who had 
chanced to exchange a few words with him on the 
race-course, or in the bar-room, which was the general 
lounging-place of the town guests, evidently courted 
hi» farther notice; but the former he seemed quite 
unconscious of, and although he returned the saluta- 
tions of the latter, it was with a glance of surprise, or 
a good-humoured condescension, which were more 
calculated to disconcert than to encourage. Only pro- 
fessed jockeys had the impudence to assume an air of 
intimacy in bidding him good night, and his careless 
response was so much in the same tone in which he 
would have addressed his horse, that only a jockey 
could be flattered by it. 

He sauntered up and down the platform a few times 
after his short conversation with Stein, tapping his 
boots somewhat affectedly with his bamboo stick, then 
paused again in the open doorway, towards which the 
landlord was backing, accompanying the action with a 
succession of bows and scrapes to Ned Knuckle and 
his party, who were just driving ofL ^' It is growing 
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•oldy Mr. Btein, rerj cold,** sai.d theyoang oiad, slightly 
ahiyeriog and bnttoning up his ooat; — it was a military 
ooat, and looked more military still as he battoned it 
up tight, 

''Good night! yon, cap*n; yon!" shouted Ned 
Knuckle, in dmnken recklessness of military and aris- 
tocratic prerogative. 

The captain gave the party very mnch such a glance 
as a naturalist might bestow upon poor specimens of a 
familiar Ki)ecie8 of insect. ** HiiiTah for Ameriky V 
shouted Ned, and the captain turned away in apparent 
disgust. 

" Cold, Cap'n Jossclyn, did you say V* said Stein, as 
anxiously as if it were his duty to apologize for the 
weather. " True, it is very cold." 

" Is the fire lit in my room, Mr. Stein f ' 

" Fire— lit ? Well, no, Tm afraid not We'll have 
it done in a twinkling. Tea there, cap'n V* 

"Yes." 

'' In half an hour, say f ' 

" As soon as convenient." 

" Have it immediately, sir;" and Stein bustled out 
in the direction of the kitchen, while Captain Josselyn 
walked up stairs to his room, scattering to the right 
and lefb, as he did so, a flock of young things who had 
settled round the staircase and balusters, and who, as 
he came up, fled to the bed-rooms or angles in the 
passage, not, however, until his ears had been assailed 
by the flutter of garments, and many a '' Hush t^— 
quick 1 There he comes — that's the cap'n T' &c., ac- 
companied by a subdued giggle ; and one voice predo- 
minating above the rest, and saying, '* Pooh I what are 
you afraid of? If you only knew him, girls-— why^ 
Wb as perlite as he is handsome! Law, Oap'n 
Josselyn, I didn't know as you was within hearinV* 
and Folly Stein, who had purposely stood with her 
back to the stairs while her companions fled, bolted 
round just in time to meet the captain &€e to fikc^ at 
the head of the staircase. 
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''Ah ! Miss Stein, you are all ready for the ball, I 
see;" and the captain, with an air of gallantry, glanced 
approvingly at her white dress and tea-coloured shoes. 

" Of course I am," said Polly, with a toss of the 
head. " I hope you mean to honour the ball with your 
pi'esence, Cap'n Josselyn?" She spoke with a bold 
familiarity which astonished the other girls; but then 
she lived in the house, and knew him so well. 

They heard him answer, " Certainly, Miss Stein, and 
shall hope to enjoy a dance with you. Promise me 
now." 

How polite he was, to be sure! How they all 
envied her ! and how triumphant she looked when she 
came back after giving the promise ! 

The noise, excitement, and bustle that had prevailed 
ever since noon in the neighbourhood of Stein's Tavern 
was now concentrated within doors. Only two men 
lingered on the front platform after Stein and his guest 
went in. The younger of these two had stood for some 
minutes gloomily eyeing the captain. "Who is he, 
any way f' he abruptly inquired of his companion, as 
the slight military figure disappeared from view. 

" They call him cap'n," replied the party thus ad- 
dressed, — a coarse, clumsy fellow, with a dissipated 
countenance; "but I guess that's somethin'of a stretcher. 
He's only a lieutenant, if my information's sound." 

" A lieutenant o* what 1" 

" Of His Majesty's roy'l navy." 

'^ A Britisher, then ! and an enemy I I thought as 
nmph." 

" A Britisher, Mr. George, but not an inemy. He's 
l4id by jest now, and can't fight. Besides, some folks 
say as how peace is goin' to be declared soon, and then 
we'll all be friends agin." 

"O, hang the peace!" growled Mr. George, "and 
I'.ang me if ever TU be friends with such a puppy as 
that What's he doing here 9" 

" Kind of amusin' himself. He's a gintleman pri« 
soner, yer know, on a prowl^ as they say, — ^leastways 
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has been. I beliore lie*8 been swapped off ftir one of 
our men lately, an* so*s free to eome an' go now." 

<' AniuRing himself at other folks* expense I DeTil 
take him I" muttered Mr. George. *< Why dont he 
go if he*8 going ? He*s too big to keep company with 
Jersey folks, Why don't he take himself off f 

''Fraps he will," said the man, ^when he gets 
through with his business in these parts." 

" Business T retorted the angry youth. ** Unless 
he's got better bueiness to do in the world than what 
he's been turning his hand to here, 1 wish our commo- 
dore had swung him up at the yard-arm, instead of 
bringing him into poi-t I'd like to give him a [nece 
o' my mind, Nick, in a hand*to-hand fight,** and the 
speaker clinched his fist as he spoke. 

" Why, Mr. Geordie," said Nick, with an irritating 
sort of laugh, " what great harm has the stranger done 
to your 

"Brought my mare into disgrace, for one thing" 
answered George, " though that aint the chief grudge 
I have against him neither," he added in an under 
tone. 

" Wal, now, •l)out your mare," said Nick, in a con- 
ciliatory way, " that was clear, sheer accident, wnn't 
it ? — jest as much as my givin' my finger a devil of a 
jam in a crack o' the bam door. Deuce take the plaguy- 
thing, how it smarts 1" and the man, as he spoke, un- 
wound a dirty rag from the wounded member, examined 
the festering wound, and bound it clumsily up again,'' 

" Accident ! What ? his presuming to mate a mean 
yellow-legged brute against my Nancy ?" 

" No, not that ; that was jest the cap'n's ignorancOi 
He's lived at sea, yer remember — what should he know 
"bout bosses f But your Nancy's stoppin' short on 
the course, an' takin' steps to the tune o' Yankee 
Boodle — who'd a thought o' sich a thing as that f 

" I should," responded Goorge, promptly. " Didn't I 
bring her up to it ? It was one of her accomplishments. 
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How slio'iild I know somebody in the crowd would 
whistle her off the course V* 

; " They did it, p'raps, by way o' cheerin' her on," 
intimated Nick. " It was showin' a preference for 
Nancy over the Britisher's nag, but unfortunately it 
worked the other way." 

" Just my luck T said George, despondently. 
" There's always somebody stands ready to cheer me 
on to ruin." 

" 'Cause you're so good-natui*ed, Mr. George. You're 
jest like Miss Nancy — ready to dance to everybody's 
tune." 

"Good-natured, am 11" questioned George, his 
boyish features contracted by a fierce frown, whicli 
seemed suflSciently to contradict Nick's assertion. 

" VVal, not jest this minute," replied Nick, with his 
provoking laugh, and following the direction of 
George's eyes, which were fixed on an object coming 
slowly down the cross road. " You're dead set agin 
the Englishman jest now. But the quarrel's all on 
one side fiir's I Can see. He don't scowl on you 
])articlerly." 

** He 1 Oh, no 1 he's so tall he sees over my head." 
(Mr. George was six feet high, the captain a little 
fellow.) '* Besides he's too much taken up with him- 
self to have any time to spare for other folks. A 
peacock strutting round don't mind how many grass- 
hoppers he treads on." 

" It's a fact," said Nick, " he's mighty indifferent— 
the most free an' easy chap I ever see. Lose or win 
it's all the same to him ; he don't care." 

" Then he'd better look out how he interferes with 
them that do/' said George; and as spoke he 
darted forward, his gesture betraying a sudden recog- 
nition of the object who^e approach he had been 
watching. 

It was an old-fashioned carry-all — high, narrow, and 
rocking to and fro on its springs like a ship in a heavy 
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Mft. As it oame within the oirda of lisfat whkk 
radiated from the tavern windows, the poliuied Instrs 
of tlie door-handle, of the plated bar that formed a 
finish to the dasher, and of the rings in the horse's 
harness, be8i)oke the care bestowed upon the equipage; 
and though the leather of the carriage-top was rusty 
brown, and the horse old and blind of one ejre, the 
former was free from every spot of the red Jersey mud 
with which every other carriage top in the district was 
habitually encrusted, and the latter, howoTer mnch 
he might have loitered on the road, had, as tuoal, 
sufficient spirit in reserve at the end of his journey to 
dash up to the door in fine style. As the arrival of 
this decrepit but still genteel establishment never 
flGiiled to produce a sensation, it was not strange that 
Mr. George should dart forward, that the attentive 
landlord should be on hand to welcome the ooea- 
pants, and that still a third person, hearing the sound of 
the wheels, should run down stairs to assist the party 
in alighting. 

Stein, bareheaded, and looking, in his loos^fitting 
brown suit, very much like a crumpled autumn leaf, 
stood bowing on the platform, before the small boy, 
who officiated as coachman, could climb down and 
open the carriage door. 

" Welcome, very welcome, Mr. Cousin !" he said, 
addressing a spry little gentleman in a powdered wig, 
surmounted by a three-cornered beaver, who, as he 
leaned forward and put his head out of the window 
to give unintelligible directions to the boy coneeming 
tlie management of the rickety door-handle, contrived 
to obscure whomever else the carriage might contain. 
'* Yon keep genteel hours, Mr. Cousin ; but then you're 
always genteel ! — none the less welcome for being 
late, though everybody else has come, and we'd almoet 
given you up." • 

Here Stein, whose sharp eyes had been peering dili- 
gently into the carriage, caught sight of a bit of f^nk 
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silk hood, and annonnced his discovery in the words : 
^ Ah, Miss Angie, you're there, I see ! I was beginning 
to think we should need to light extm lamps if your 
bright eyes were to be among the missing ; but youVe 
come at last. The last drop's always the sweetest, you 
know f and old Stein smacked his lips as if he were 
thirsty, and had recognised in the pink hood something 
to drink. 

Here the carriage door unexpectedly flew open, com- 
pelling the landlord to retreat a step or two, the little 
old gentleman in the cocked hat fell back into his own 
corner — the further comer — and a figure wrapped in 
an old-fashioned silk mandarin, topped by a jaunty little 
hood, made a quick motion to alight. As she did so, 
she found herself face to face with Mr. Oeorge, whose 
manly form and bold movement, as he stepped up beside 
the carriage, were in strange contrast with the timid, 
beseeching look with which he met her eye. Before she 
eould respond to it, either by smile or frown, before 
she could even trip down the steps (there was quite a 
little staircase of them), all communication between 
herself and Mr. George was intercepted. A light, active 
figure had come between them j a civil " Excuse me, 
young man ! stand aside a little, if you please !" had 
effectually disconcerted Mr. George; and with an adroit, 
but graceful and courtly manner, the military stranger 
had caught the young girl's hand and drawn it through 
his arm. At the same time, although his other arm 
was a little stiff, he had managed to render with it that 
aid and civility to the old gentleman in the powdered 
wig, which is becoming from youth to age, and had con- 
voye<l his daughter within the doorway, whispering in 
her ear a well-turned compliment. In a word, he had 
taken complete possession of the prize, and, though a 
fresh actor in the scene, had reduced all competitors to 
the rank of supernumeraries. Of course she was im- 
mensely flattered. It was such a tribute to her charms. 
To what other girl in New Jersey would this young 
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aristocrat have sbown such condescension t For a 
moment vanity quite paralysed every other emotion. 

What must Geordie think at seeing her the object of 
80 much gallantry f was a natural query in thia con- 
nexion. She could not resiHt giving one look to see 
how he took it 

He evidently took it hard. He was leaning against 
the door-post, with his arms folded ; the timid oxprea* 
sion was gone out of his face, his lips were set tight^ 
his attitude was dogged, and his eye dangerous. Some 
girls would have been frightened at seeing him so moved, 
but not Angle. She knew her power ; there was 
coquetry in her, and courage, so she took the offen- 
«ive. 

" What makes you look so cross, GeonUel" she found 
time to say, as she passed him in the doorway. 

There was no time for an answer — a spoken answer 
at least — ^but he started, and glared fiercely at her, as 
a mastiff might do when struck. She answered him 
with a glance of scornful rebuke. He sank under it, 
subdued, as the faithful mastiff is subdued when he 
discovers that it is a master's hand which has dealt the 
blow. Did I say the girl knew her power I No, she 
only half knew it She knew she could anger ; she 
believed she could soothe hiui. She little suspected that 
while triumphing over the man she was evoking the 
brute. She saw the fire in his eye, and was proud of 
the heart she held in her hand. Had she seen the 
poor fellow shrink mortified beneath her scorn, she 
would have felt that there is something degrading in a 
love that may be ti-umpled on at will. 

Geordie felt it As he turned his back on the light, 
and the mirth, and the woman he loved, and dashed 
out in the direction of the cold, dark stable, he was less 
a man than he had been a few moments before. Hate, 
revenge, desperate resolve, all those evil {)assion3 that 
degrade humanity were rampant in him. His soul 
was imbittered against the world, his fellow-men, his 
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destiny ; but that was not the worst of it. He despised 
himself. He had sunk one step lower in his own 
esteem. Scarce caring where he went, he made for the 
stable, strolled into an empty stall, and threw himself 
down on some fresh hay. As he sat with his chin 
resting on his knees, and listened to the breathing of 
some tired horses (his own among the rest), who had 
spent their strength in that day's race, and failed to 
win, the sum of his reflections waa^ ** Just such a poor 
beast am I." 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE DOUBTFUL VALUE OF OEOBGE's FBIEITDSi 

^O Anoie, is that you? How glad I am you've 
come !" was the universal salutation, as this young 
woman entered one of the waiting rooms above stairs, 
and throwing back her hood, revealed a bright face, 
beaming with smiles. The welcome was sincere, and, 
if not wholly disinterested, Angie was too conscious of 
popularity to be very critical as to motives. " I've 
been waiting, Angie, to get you to tie this ribbon !" 
"O Angie, I'm so worried with my back hair I " 
"Dear me, Angie, this curl sticks right out straight !" 
*' Couldn't you put this pin in for me, so that it would 
stay put» Angie 1" Such were the appeals to her skill 
and goodnature that greeted her on every side, before 
she had time to throw off her own wrappings and take 
a look at herself in the mirror. A moment and a 
glimpse, however, sufficed for Angie. All was right 
with her own toilet, and her magic fingers were ready 
to give the finishing touch to that of her companions. 
She could tie a knot, pin up a turban, or dress a head 
with flowers as skilfully as any milliner, and could 
reduce a crooked pin, a bent comb, or a refractory curl 
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to obedience^ as easilj aa the ooold set a fuliioBi ooak 
her father, or subdue a lover. So she passed from tme 
to another, exercising her fairy gifts, and receiving pajr 
for her services in such little gratuities as ^'ThiiVa 
right I make it look jubt like yours ! My, what a 
knack you've got! O Angie, if I only had your 
faculty I " And now and then the whispered asBoraiios^ 
*< Angie, you are a bei^uty, and no mistake !" 

This last was true enough. Not one of these New 
Jersey girls could compare with Angie. Still, som^ 
how, they all felt happier and better looking for her 
presence. She had the rare power of emitting pleasure 
wliile she absorbed admiration. Thus she was at once 
the belle of the district and the favourite of her own sex. 

The secret of this double success lay partly in the 
fact that Nature had endowed Angevine Cousin: with 
qualities to which her associates bad no pretension, 
and so had placed her beyond rivalry. 

Angie was not a native of New Jersey, bat aa 
exotic, and a rare one. Her mother, long since deadj 
was a New England woman, of strict Puritan birth 
and training ; but her father was a Frenchman, bad 
had passed most of his life in tlie atmosphere, if not 
the society of the anden regime, and maintained, even iu 
his old age, something of the wit and the deportment 
of a true Parisian. Not that he boasted title or 
patrician blood. Far from it He might have been 
secretary, steward, or, more likely still, valet or 
courier, to the noble marquis whom he simply claimed 
to have served. What did it matter ? He had the 
reputation of an upright man, and the manners of a 
gentleman — sufficient credentials, certaiuly, in a demo* 
oratio country ; at all events, they had served his turn. 

Whether Angle's character possessed the sterling 
virtues of her mother's race as a background, expe- 
rience had not yet proved : but her exterior traits, 
personal accomplishments, all her superficial qualities, 
whetlicr faults or graces, betrayed at once the patcmai 
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extraction. 8he had all that vivaeiiy, good humour, 
aad genius which the French comprehend under the 
general term eaprU, and whoever escaped the attrac* 
tion of her b^iity was sure to be captivated by her 
winning ways. Strictly speaking, Angie was not the 
handsomest girl of the neighbourhood. Farmer 
Bycker had a buxom daughter, a Hebe of freshness and 
bloom ; and the justice of the peace from the neigh- 
bouring village (himself a bachelor) always brought 
with him to the tavern balls his favourite niece, a deli- 
cate miss, with as fair a complexion and regular 
features as i^ London dolL Even Polly Stein^^herself 
a long-favoured girl, of an unhealthy pallor — could 
. gratify her occasional spite against Angle, by insinua- 
tions upon her low fordiead and brown skin. 

What was it then in Angie which defied the lines of 
beauty and the spite of Polly Stein 1 Who shall tell 
what it was 9 It was that nameless something which 
exhales from the flower, and glistens in the dew-drop^ 
and floats on the butterfly's wing. It was a complete 
individuality of character, which freshened the social 
atmosphere in which she lived ; a play of feature, so 
sparkling and so rapid as to make her face the irame^ 
diate reflection of her thought ; a harmony of motion 
which rendered every little action of her life a grace. 
Even the beauty of the other girls had in it a certain 
awkwardness and exaggeration. It had taken them 
by surprise, and they did not know what to do with it. 
But nature had endowed Angie by degrees, and made 
her perfect miHtress of her own chai*ms. There was 
nothing out of proportion in her face or figure, and 
her very attractions, whether innate or artificial, were 
so blended and ton cm 1 down as never to oflend the taste. 
Curls were the fashion of the day, and must be had at 
any labour or cost. Angie s cost her nothing ; they 
were neither ringlets nor corkscrew curls ; they were 
neither twisted up in papers at night, nor singed with 
hot tongs by day; the glossy black locks^ which a 
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single stroke of the bmsb conld straighten, would be 
rolled into fashion again by the first breeze, or be 
masftcd in wavy folds l>y the moisture of the dew at 
nightfall. They could be likened to nothing but the 
soft, drooping ears of the spaniel, and, thrown back 
from her forehead (Polly was right about her fore- 
head, which was ratlier low), they formed the richest 
of coronets. The bri<:ht scarlet ))oppics and sprigs of 
golden wheat with which she adorned her head for 
Uie ball, peeped out from the luxuriant depths as if 
they had grown and ripened there, knew they were 
pretty, and felt at home. Angie was partial to scarlet, 
a colour which suited her brunette complexion. She 
liked to mingle it with her dark hair ; and when her . 
dress was white, as on the present evening, the strong 
contrast had the effect of heightening and intensifying 
her bloom. In accordance with this taste, she now 
wore a broad silken sash or scarf of this brilliant 
colour, enriched at each end by figures wrought in 
gold, and emblematic of some office or order — ^the 
iuHignia, perhaps, of the ancient marquis whom Mr. 
Cousin had served in his younger day& This showy 
bit of finery, a memento of his patron's grandeur, 
which Angie had found in an old trunk, and coaxed 
from her father for this very occasion, was sported 
over one shoulder and carelessly knotted beneath her 
arm, its long fringed ends floating off, and relieving 
the scantiness of her dress, made extremely narrow, 
as was then the mode. Most girls would have 
been awed by the mere thought of thus shining in 
borrowed plumage ; but Angie had the courage of a 
marchioness in the matter of dress, and confident that 
this stray patent of nobility produced a becoming 
effect, she wore her honours with as assured an air 
as if " to the manner bom." 

There was no lack of white dresses in the room. 
Still Angle's was exceptional, both in material and 
style. The others were of cambric, with one or two 
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coarse specimens of East Indian fabric ; Angie's was a 
delicate muslin, wrought in sprigs at intervals, and 
with a deep flounce wrought throughout 

" O," it may be said, " that is an invidious compa- 
rison i One white dress is as becoming as another ; 
besides^ Angie s is only an old relic, — her maternal 
grandmother^s wedding- gown/ bleached up for the 
occasion.** 

No matter for that ; we are enumerating our heroine's 
marks of superiority, not tracing them to their source^ 
so the dress must count ; besides, is it nothing to have 
come of respectable stock, and to have had a grand- 
mother ? 

So much had nature and circumstances done for 
Angie. A motherless and petted child, she had grown 
up very much as the birds and the flowers grow ; she 
had ripened, without much interference or training 
from anybody. It is safe, then, to attribute to Nature 
most of the qualities which distinguished her. But 
Nature plays strange freaks — unaccountable ones, at 
least. What could be the reason that Angie — ^and 
many another girl, for that matter, for it is a streak 
that runs in the blood -of not a few of her sex — treated 
everybody well, except that pei*son in the world who 
loved her best, and whom she in her heart loved best 
in return. Ever since Angie*s mother died, and Mr. 
Cousin, yearning for a more genial climate than that 
of New Englaud, bought the land next to farmer 
Bawle's, and brought his daughter, then six years old, 
to live in New Jersey, George Rawle had deified tlie 
child ; and ever since that infant period, Angie had 
been a most tyrannical and capricious little goddess. 
Was it not enough that he had always been her ready 
champion and protector ; that from the time when he 
led her by the hand to school, or climbed the highest 
trees, and carved her name on the topmost branch, to 
the period of riper affection, when their voices had 
mingled in the Sunday choir, and the strength of his 

D 
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manhood had been hen to lean upon ; that through 
all the days of boyish worship, youthful gallantly, and 
manly ardour, he had still been her willing alayet 
Why need she put him to further test ? Why must 
she vex him by her whims, and torture him with 
doubts of her lovef Why must she now and then 
affect indifference to his presence, frown on his preten- 
sions, and send him from her angry, that he might 
come back penitent ? To every other friend she was 
equal in her cordiality. She had her own waj with 
them all, but she won it by affectionate arts. She 
teased and cajoled her father, she lorded it over tiie 
ancient negress, who otherwise ruled her father's house; 
but her wands of empire were wreathed with caresses 
and laughter. Geordie was more to her than all the 
rest, and she was all the world to Geordie. Must she 
then make herself hateful to him that he might love 
her the more i Oh, no ; she was safe on that sooni. 
When she humbled Geordie he always hated himself 
poor fellow ! — ^he never hated her. But was it equally 
safe for Gkordie ? By no means. It may be doubted 
whether even the treachery of his uncle Stein was 
more undermining to the young man's strength of 
character. It unsettled him. It prevented him from 
applying himself steadily to any occupation at home. 
It robbed him of the energy to go abroad and seek 
some wider field of action. The period when he was 
under the ban of Angie's displeasure, real or imaginary, 
the hours succeeding those when he had been the 
victim of some capiice on her part, were precisely the 
seasons when he was sure to come in the way of temp- 
tation, and prove powerless to resist it. The neigh- 
bourhood of IStein's Plains had — as what place on earth 
has not 1 — many a snare and pitfall for a youtii whose 
natural ambition and spirits found no vent in steady 
purposes of usefulness. Had Augie reflected on the 
subject she might have found increasing causes of com- 
jilaiut in the nature of Qeorge^'s pursuits and the dis- 
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Bipatiou of his time. She might have argued that trae 
afiection would neyer suffer him to linger in idleness^ 
so long as poverty stood between him and the object 
of his love ; but the same prudent line of argument 
would have suggested to her whether she had not the 
power to check him in a course of follies, and spur him 
on to nobler enterprises. As it was, though sensitive 
to his danger, she seldom took him to task on the 
highest grounds; and though piqued at his inefficiency 
in the art of earning a livelihood, she gave no con- 
sistent encouragement to his industry. 

Fortunately for the continuance of their mutual 
relations, George had, tmtil recently, been spared the 
pangs of rivaliy. In the little sphere of their daily 
life, Angie was scarcely more pre-eminent than him- 
self. In a democratic country, and a rural district, 
the social lines are not very distinctly drawn ; and in 
circles where none bear marks of high polish, the 
rougher and finer grades of material may mingle with- 
out much grating. Still, there are always prejudices, 
if not distinctions, of birth and blood, and George 
was, or at least Nature meant him to be, the best 
specimen of the best stock in the Jerseys. There were 
plenty of rough hands for work, broad backs for bur- 
dens, and stout limbs for patient endurance among 
the sons of the soil ; but there was not such another 
handsome athlete as the widow Hawle's boy. It hardly 
seemed as if Nature could have meant his fine form to 
be bent over a plough, his acute senses to be narrowed 
down to the width of the furrow, his clarion voice to 
be exercised in the steering of oxen. At all events he 
doubted their being bestoired for these purposes, and 
early evinced his preference for taming a horse, carry- 
ing a gun, and making the woods ring with his halloo 
or his song. He simply followed his instincts, quite 
forgetting that €k>d made the first man a farmer, and 
never made any man to be an idler. His instincts 
were destined to lead him into trouble, but t\iQA» ^^oc^ 
J) 2 
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not their apparent tendency. They bronght him only 
pleasure and praise in the beginning. A daring boy, 
a capital shot, a glorious bass voice, will always have 
their admirers. Breaking yicious col to was not a very 
profitable basincss in those days, and had never been 
dreamed of as a profession ; still, it furnished exciting 
occupation, and was not without ito reward, especially 
when a knot of rustics stood agape with astonishment, 
and Angle ]>erhaps looked on, her little heart all in a 
flutter of fear, but nothing but triumph in her eyes. 
What satisfaction there was too in seeing her stroke 
the feathers of the wild ducks he bronght to Mr. 
Cousin's kitchen, measuring the young sportoman and 
his gun with ill-concealed pride, while she said, ** Poor 
tfiings ! How cruel in you to kill them, Geordie T 

" O, you go 'long !" old Happy Boose would say on 
such occasions. '* Massa George knows tender game 
fus sight, an* has no massy ; he aims right at the hearty 
an' hits. So you go 'long out o' my kitchen, both on 
yer. Ole Hap ain't a goin* to have no shootin' here — 
haw ! haw ! haw !*' 

That Angie should laugh and George blush at sodi 
an effusion on Happy's part, seems a reversal of the 
proprieties j nevertheless, such was usually the result 
of any reference to a sentiment which the weaker party 
trifled with, while it reduced the bold hunter to more 
than girlish helplessness. 

The active nature of C^orge's pursuits, the disinte- 
restedness with which he lent himself to the service of 
othera, might, and did for a long time, blind him to 
any deficiency in his plan of life. Strong, elastic, and 
profligate of his leisure. Nature and his ueighbouni 
furnished him with occupation through the week, and 
on Sunday the minister might almost as well have been 
dispensed with from the pulpit as George from the 
village choir. What wonder that, from the period of 
youth to that of manhood, young Hawle should, with* 
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out Tanity, believe himself indinpeiiRable to society, and 
forget what was due to his future prospects ? 

Such a career may continue for a while unchallenged 
and unblamed, but there comes a time when, if a youth 
is not alive to his own deficiencies, there is no lack either 
of advice or blame on the pait of relatives and friends. 
It was now two or three years since George Rawle liad 
reached such a crisis, and had allowed it to pass unim- 
proved. His mothers querulous complaints had long 
ago given place to secret sighs and almost to despair ; 
bis uncle Stein s sly intimations had ripened into cut- 
ting sarcasm, and his uncle Baultie Bawle had ceased to 
expostulate, rebuke, or threaten ; had turned his back 
upon his dead brother's son, steeled his heart against 
him, and even — so rumour said — forbidden him to cross 
his threshold. 

Did George deserve all this? By no means. And 
yet the young man's best friends had not been without 
pi'ovocation and discouragement. Whether through his 
fault, or otherwise, every attempt to give him a start in 
the world had ended in failure. There was a proposal 
at one time to send him to New Hampshire to purchase 
cattle, and Baultie Kawle, who had an eye to the main 
chance, and approved the project, was ready to advance 
sufficient capital; but just as it was time to leave home, 
George, for some unaccountable reason, declined the 
commission and abandoned the enterprise. Not long 
after there was a vacancy in the village store— the 
only one within three miles, and a thriving concern. 
The principal in the business cast his eye upon George ; 
all the villagers sanctioned the choice. He had a good 
head for business, and would make a popular salesman. 
Aunt Hannah Bawle engaged to do all her trading 
there, so did many of Georges friends who lived at a 
distance, and had been accustouied to patronize other 
"grocery and general fintling stores." The arrange- 
ment was supposed to be satisfactorily completed, when 
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Buddenly the owner withdrew his partial overtiiratto 
George, pretended to doubt for a while whether he 
should want an assistant, and ended by giving the 
appointment to Peter Stein. 

George was mortified ; tlie more so, beoauae he had 
put a constraint upon his inclinations in ever consent- 
ing to accept the place. It was manj months before 
any other opening offered itself for hitn, and he showed 
no difl|x>sition to seek employment. At length a pro- 
position for building a certain corduroy road in Virginia 
was laid before the publia Baultie Bawle assumed a 
portion of the contract, and once more showed a will- 
ingness to put his nephew forward, though with less 
alacrity and cheerfulness than on former occasions. He 
appointed him overseer of the work, but made him 
subordinate to his uncle Stein, who had the purchasing 
of the oxen and tools, and the principal disbursing of 
funds. In the labour attending this enterprise George 
endured great hardships, and endured them manfully, 
but got little credit for his efforts. His waggons were 
too old and light for the woi*k, and either broke down 
or got set in the clayey soil Most of the oxen died 
of a contagious disease, and the speculation ended 
disastrously. Baultie, who was tight-fisted in money- 
matters, and had latterly been distrustful of George, 
reproached him with managing the business badly, 
and neglecting and abusing the cattle ; and even went 
so far as to hint at his having possibly disposed of the 
latter for his own benefit. It was a singular coin- 
cidence, that all Diedrich Stein*s rickety farm-waggons 
disappeared from his place this year ; and that the only 
yoke of oxen which he reserved for himself out of the 
large stock which he had disposed of to Baultie, died 
that season of the very disease which crippled and 
ruined the road-building teams ; but those persons who 
knew the fact made light of it, and it did not even 
reach the ears of George. If it had, he would have 
been too proud, perhaps^ to defend himself by casting 
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aqper^ions on another. So he bore the blame at the 
expense, it must be confessed, of his temper, and of all 
the love and respect he had once felt for his uncle 
Bawle. 

George certainly had enemies among those who 
should have been his friends. It was not the le^ 
certain that the love of her who should have been his 
best friend might almost as well have been enmity as 
the mischief-working thing that it was. It was her 
unjust complaint of his willingness to leave her, 
and a quarrel that ensued, which caused him to relin- 
quish his journey to New Hampshire. With her 
])ride stung to the quick by his disappointment in re- 
gard to the clerkship in a country store, she let fall 
^*emarks so disparaging to this kind of labour as to 
ponfirm George's disgust for trade in all i<;s branches. 
When he returned from Virginia, after a three months' 
fkbsence, she was so afraid he would know how glad 
^li^ was to see him, that she feigned utter indifference, 
and so robbed him of the only reward he had counted 
on after his tedious absence. Add to this those nu- 
merous minor freaks which kept him always on the 
rack in regard to what would please and win her, and 
Angle might almost be included in the catalogue of 
those who had combined to ruin him. 

It was after his return from his first, and what 
threatened to prove his last canapaign in the field of 
usefulness, that George Bawle began to fall into con- 
demnation, even in the eyes of well-wishei*s, and the 
public generally. The occupations of his leisure hours 
had not always before been praiseworthy, nor his de- 
portment blameless } still, on the whole, be had main- 
tained his standing in life, and his good name in the 
neighbourhood. But it was when smarting under the 
injustice of Baultie, and disheartened by Angie*s cold- 
ness, that he fell into bad company, then into debt, 
and finally into discredit. It was by the advice of the 
first in order to retrieve the second, and in the dea^ 
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ration caused by the third of these evils that Be re« 
solved to stake all his )ioi>e8 upon the beautiful beast^ 
which now seemed his only friend. He would mate 
Nancy ftguinbt his past ill-luck, and lose or gain every- 
thing. 

He lost ! 

There was but one thing wanting to complete his 
mortitieation and misery, and that, as we have seen, 
was at hand. Fate had kept her worst blow until the 
critical moment, and now stunned him with a rival 
In George's estimation, the stranger's presence in the 
neighbourhood at all was an intrusion, his pretensions 
insufferable, the talk and gossip made about him ridi- 
culous. That he should fall in love with Angle, was 
a matter of course ; had he been a king's son as well 
as an aristocrat, he could have done no less, so Oeordie 
thought ; but that she should encourage his addresses, 
was a thing he had not bargained for. There bad 
never been a time when he could have endured this 
patiently, and now, when he was at a disadvantage 
every way, Angle's toleration of this showy stranger 
was gall and wormwood to him. The captain's pre- 
sumption, in carelesily mating an inferior animal with 
his Nancy on the course, would have excited his ire 
under any circumstances. How intense, then, was 
his mortification and rage at his own accidental defeat 
and the unmerited victory of his antagonist 1 What 
wonder was it that, since success was so easy, the con- 
ceited coxcomb dared to step between him and his 
most sacred rights, thrust him aside as if he had beeu 
a worm, and bear away the best prize life could offer 
to any man? What wonder, since everything else 
had turned against him, that Angle had given her 
smiles to another, and with a look of scorn had anni- 
hilated him ? 

This last was a thunder-bolt. The poor fellow was 
crushed by it, his better nature crowded down, the 
worst there was in him raging blindly* He was sure 
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to rise again ; there was power in him still for good 
or for evil ; some angeMnfluence or some tempting 
demon might yet inspire him to atoning efforts or to 
deeds of darkness. But for the present he sat crouched 
on the hay, in the dark stable, while his white-gloved 
rival stood at the foot of the stairs, waiting to lead 
Angle into the ball-room. 



CHAPTER V. 

THB CHRISTMAS BALL. 

The kitchen was the ball-room — not the outer kitchen 
or pantry, where all day long Stein's wife had been 
spitting fowls, rolling out pie crust, or anxiously 
thrusting her head into the mouth of the wide Dutch 
oven — but the great inner kitchen, with its row of 
windows looking out on the stable-yard, its low, smoke- 
stained ceiling, brick hearth, and quaint old clock, on 
whose forehead a ship under heavy sail was always 
pitching up and down on the waves of time. 

The floor of this ball-room was not a spring-floor. 
The rafters on which it rested would have furnished 
timber enough for a modern house-raising, and the 
thickness of its planks had defied the tread of genera- 
tions of feet, and the j^^crubbing of generations of hands. 
Here and there a hollow was worn in its isurface, now 
and then a knot in the wood served to trip up the 
unwary, and the kitchen hearth, scarcely any two of 
whose bricks were on a level, obtruded into the very 
centre of the apartment. But these things were mat- 
ters of indifference to the guests at Steiu*s ball. The 
fashion of the day encouraged them to spring high and 
clear obstacles. They were used to the inequalities 
of the ground, and, on the whole, like children coasting 
down hill, they rather enjoyed the jounces. 
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TIio baud wliich furnished mnsic for tliia ball was 
neither a Gerraanian orchestra nor a ciij Brigade 
l>and, but old Cato Loo, yellow, wiinkled, and with 
his woolly head gi-aj as a chancellor*8 wig, played 
vigorously on the same violin which had served him 
as far bnck an the memory of the oldest inhabitant, 
and called the figitres with a voice as load and in- 
Fpiring as a fielrl-mArshnrs at a review. Hia sole as- 
Kistant WAS an individual so wholly obscured by his 
instrument — a violoncello, painted in resemblance of 
the national stars and stripes — ^that he only merits 
mention by his nom de guerre of *' the Star-spangled 
Banner,'' under which name he had been associated 
with Cato ever since the old man first aspired to the 
honours of an orchestral leader. If their music was 
not strictly scientific, it was lively, and within the 
appreciation of the audience ; so that it is to be doubted 
whether the strains of Htrauss and Weber were ever 
half so seductive to the loungers in modem ante-rooms 
of fashion as were the first notes of Soldier's Joy or 
Money Musk to the rustic crowd, who, huddled to- 
gether above stairs, were impatiently awaiting the 
signal- note from Cato's fiddle. 

They poured in simultaneously, the bedrooms yield- 
ing up at once their wholesale stock of matrons ^nd 
, girls, the men coming as flies come in summer, singlyi 
from every crack and cranny in and about the house, 
and like flies, clinging to the edges of the room, espe- 
cially to the neighbourhood of the windows and doors, 
as if to secure some means of retreat. From these 
posts they shyly eyed the female portion of the com- 
pany, who occupied the side of the kitchen next the 
blank wall, against which benches from the bar-room 
were placed for the accommodation of the elders, while 
the younger women stood awkwardly, or anxiously 
awaiting Cato's word of command — "Choose yer 
partners, genTmen !*' 

There were a few exceptions, however, to this general 
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pile I Angle had the tact to loiter a tnoment at the 
foot of the st<airs, the coquetry immediately to engross 
the captain, and the courage to enter the assembly- 
room leaning on his arm, at the very moment when 
their entrance was sure to command attention and 
produce an effect. 

Meanwhile Mr. Cousin, whose sociability and cour- 
tesy were in complete contrast to the rustic embarrass- 
ment of his neighbours, moved briskly about within 
the enemy's lines — that is to say, in the female quar- 
ter — making profuse inquiries concerning the health of 
the old people, complimenting the young girls, and re- 
gretting his inability to offer himself as everybody's 
partner in a dance. The little old gentleman looked 
so tnm and courtly in his black small-clothes, worn 
almost threadbare, but scrupulously preserved and 
brushed, and his voluminous neckcloth of stiffly-starched 
cambric, white as snow, that everybody was pleased 
and flattered by his attentions ; the young girls blushed 
rosy-red at his whispered praises, and wished the young 
men were half so " civil-like ;" and one or two elderly 
spinsters, who were strangers to all forms of gallantry, 
felt a thrill of self-complacency at.the belief that Mr. 
Cousin was making love~an elation of spirits which 
was, however, somewhat damped by the suspicion that 
possibly he had been drinking. Neither was the case,, 
however ; Mr. Cousin was merely a Frenchman, and 
in his native element — society. 

There were one or two others among the company 
who ventured to overstep the restraints which the 
majority imposed upon themselves. Thus, Squire 
Ruuyan, justice of the peace, believed it incumbent on 
him to stand by his niece, who was very shy, until she 
got a partner; and farmer Rycker seized the first 
opportunity to put himself under his wife's protection, 
squeeze into a seat on the bench beside her, and watch 
to see ^' who would dance fust with our darters.'' 

" This is purty consid'able of a ball, wife," said \i\vft 
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farmer to his better half; *^ nigh on two dozen conple, . 
I Hliould judge, old folks and young folks iuclitded; 
but Jat-scy people will tuni out when there's danciu' in 
the wind.' 

" A n* Ro they ought ter," said Dame Ryckcr, " 'spe- 
cially when there's Christinas doin's, and they've got 
gals to look arter. Now, Susy," — and she gave a smart 
twitch at the gown of her youngest daughter, an awk- 
ward girl, of not more than fifteen years, who was 
edging as close as ))08siblo to the maternal skirts— 
'^ you hold yer head up smart, same as Phebe does. 
Joel Bock had his eye on you a minute ago — I seen 
him. Jest look out smart now, an' you'll git asked — 
fii-8t set." 

" Do see Angle Cousin 1" exclaimed the bolder 
Phebe, to two or three of her companions, " what a 
splurge she is making with Cap'n Josselyn. They've 
been parading all round the room, quite military-like; 
and now her tongue s going like a mill-clapper. Ma 
says mine's loose at both ends; but, law ! if he should 
speak to me, he has such a knowing way with him, I 
should flutter like a scared hen." 

" More fool you !" cried Polly Stein, thrusting her 
long neck in among the group of girls. *' He*s so ea«^ 
tertaining nobody that had any shine in *em could 
help being bright that kept comp'ny with him." 

** Law, you needn't talk, Polly," retorted Phebe, who 
was smart enough in her own sphere. " I don't see 
but what your light 's put out." 

" Goodness me l" ejaculated Polly. " I ain't in any 
such dreadful hurry as to snap up folks before they're 
£iirly in the room. I have plenty of chances to talk 
with the caj)'n any day." 

" One cliance is enough to them that know how to 
make tiie most of it," answered Piiebe. '' Besides, the 
capn was took with Angle from the first. He never 
Bet .oyes on her until last Sunday, and then didn't he 
stare well at the singing seats I" 
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" There's others sits in the seats besides Angie," in- 
sinuated Polly, with a completely satisfied air. 

" O, so there is," replied Phebe. ** I forgot the first 
treble. (Polly was this first, unpleasantly shrill treble.) 
Phebe maliciously jogged the elbow of the girl nearest 
to her as she made her last remark, and continued, — 
'' It was the second, and not the first treble, though, 
that the cap'n managed to walk home with between 
meetin's. He made a lot o* talk with the old gentle- 
man too, and managed to get invited to luncheon. 
Old Happy told our Joe that the reason she came so 
late to afternoon meetin' was, 'cause they had a real 
gentleman to take a piece with *em, and had had un* 
common fixins on that account.** 

«Well, and what o' thatT cried Polly, in the 
shrillest tone of her first treble. " f f e went up to look 
at the grape vines, and talk to Mr. Cousin about raisin' 
'em, same *s they do in Europe, where the cap*n*8 been 
on his travels. And twice since that he*s been up in 
the aftonioons to play some kind of a game with the 
old gentleman ; and those are the only three times he*s 
ever seen Angle Cousin, to my certain knowledge." 

** O, he*s been courting the old gentleman, has he V* 
inquired Phebe, facetiously, and again jogging her 
neighbour's elbow. ''Then there's nothing to speak 
sharp or look jealons about, Polly. I *spose it's on the 
old gentleman's account that the cap'n's beauing Angy 
round now, and talking soft sawder to her, and — 
why, sure as the world, they've taken places, and the 

dancing's going to begin ! and " here Phebe broke 

off short ; all the girls faced round, anticipating a 
charge of partners ; and when Phebe spoke again, it 
was to give a pleased affirmative to the salutation of a 
brisk young farmer—" Phebe, they're a formin'; shall 
we jine in 1" 

" Who's goin' to lead off? Where's Geordie 
Bawle?" anxiously inquired Joel Beck. Dame 
Hycker had managed to push Susan forward «db V»tL^ 
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right moment to seonre the bashful Joel; SiMia Kas 
a novice ; Joel, at the best^ ooold onlj, as he said, 
,' follcr/' and the conple stood holding each other hy 
the haud, but kee[)iug as far apart as possible. 
, Whereas Geordie Bawle ? We can't do without 
Geordie !** was echoed by the Toices of sereral who 
had not until now missed the usual master-spirit <tf 
their festivities. There was no answer. Some shook 
their heads, in doubt or ignorance; some referred 
sympatheticallj to George's disappointment in the 
flilemoon ; more than one glanced significantly at the 
liandsome couple at the top of the set, and concluded 
that the stranger had slipped into Geordie's shoes. It 
was as well Geordie wasn't there to see, dw. 

"Where is Geordie!" echockl Angie*8 heart; imd, 
half in a triumph which she could not help wishing iMi 
might witness, half in an anxiety which she cofold not 
wholly suppress, she gave a quick glance at the right 
and left, looked over her shoulder with apparent 
carelessness, then, excited by chagrin at her lover*8 
absence, gave her hand with animation to the captain, 
and they went down the dance in iine style. The 
other couples, thus i*ea88ured, fell easily into their 
places ; the captain, though he declared he had never 
seen a Fisher's Hornpipe in his life before, caught the 
figure as if by magic, executed all the changes with 
grace and skill, and even encouraged and assisted 
others who had the advantage of him in practica 

Thus he seized Susan Eycker's passive hands at tlie 
right moment, twirled her round like a top> and left 
her so prepared, by a few rapid instructious, for the 
part she was next to play, that the farmer and his 
wife, witnessing from their post of observation how 
successfully she and Joel went through the figures of 
down the outside, down the middle, cast of^ and right 
and left, chuckled with pleasure, and said to ono 
another, " I don't see but our Susin goes it with the 
rrpfc on Vm." 
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One of the ancient spinsters before alluded to, Miss 
Sabxina Rjoker, sister to the farmer, was only saved 
from a mortifying fall by the captain's adroit gal- 
lantry. Those were not days when any person, how- 
ever advanced in years, was banished from the dance 
for other cause than lack of vigour ; and this elderly 
miss, though frequently sneered at by her sister-in-law 
and nieces, could have maintained her ground with the 
youngest competitors, had she not been embarrassed 
by three tall ostrich feathers, which were mounted 
erect in her head, and which it required all her efforts ' 
to balance properly. She tripped, therefore, over Joel 
Beck*8 big boot. How the captain contrived to break 
her fall nobody knew; but that she found hetself 
restored to her feet before her younger rivdls witnessed 
her discomfiture, was due to a promptness which at 
once won for the captaiif the good-will of the most 
voluble tongue in the parish. Thus, before he reached 
the bottom of the dance, he had attained the summit 
of popularity ; and this, too, in spite of the prejudice 
which might be supposed to exist against him on 
account of his nationality, and the character he had so 
lately sustained on board an enemy's sloop of war. 
But then, to offset this, there was the pathos connected 
with his having been a prisoner, which appealed to the 
women's sympathies ; the bravery indicated by the late 
sabre-cut on his arm, which both sexes could appre- 
ciate ; and altogether, his position as a stranger and 
an eidle, which called forth whatever chivalrous feeliog 
there was in this rustic community. Had he con- 
ducted himself too loftily, this sentiment might 
have lain dormant, or given place to othei's of a revei-se 
order. As it was, the condescension of his deportment 
on the present occasion excited it to the utmost, and 
exalted the young lieutenant in the enemy's service 
into a popular hero. 

Bo Angle and he went down the dance in triumph, 
he courting favour along the female line, and Awa\^, 
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on her |uirt, di-^pensing pleasant words and amiles in 
the oppo!>ite raiiksy and I)otb, at length, reaching the 
pantry door at the farlher end of the kitchen, some- 
what out of breath, but in high glee. 

Here Mr. Cousin awaited them to offer the captain 
Lis snuff-box. Another indication of the strangei's 
facility in making conquests ; not that it was difficnit 
to win tlie favour of the Frenchman, or to overcoine 
the iiutiunal antipathy which might be 8up])o«ed to be 
as strong, at least, in hid case as in tliat of the people 
with whom Eughuid was actually at war, for never was 
man po open to friendship as Mr. Cousin ; aod as to 
prejudices, he was free from all prejudioes but one, 
and that a general prejudice in fiivour of everybody. 
There had been no drawback, therefore^ from the be- 
ginning, to the pleasure the old man took in the 
society of this arintocratic stranger, who, whatever he 
might be by birth, knew how to take a pinoh of snnff 
with the air of a Parisian ; at the same time tickling 
the ears of his French friend with the sound of his own 
name (always Anglicised by his rustic neighbours), bat 
now given with the true French accent, and prefkced 
by the title Monsieur. 

Angie, meanwhile, manifested at onoe her good 
breeding and her good nature by exchanging a few 
kind words with Dame Stein, who, having brushed up 
her person a little, but having, as usual, too much 
business on her hands to be presentable, clung to her 
pantry, only now and then poeiing into the kitchen 
bKll-room to see the dancing, — a proceeding of which 
Folly, when she reached that neighbourhood, did not 
hesitate to express her disapprobation, in the worda^ 
— ** Mother ! don't ! Why will you show yourself — 
looking sol" 

The ball consisted wholly of country-dances, varied 
now and then by a rustic reel. But no modem in- 
vention of Terpsichore furnishes more variety, or calls 
for more vigorous effort, than these same coutflry- 
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dances. They were^ therefore, particularlj well adapted 
to a population so accustomed to active labour that 
any recreation would have been tame which did not 
call their muscles into full play. To the captain only 
was this species of exercise a novelty ; but he did not 
flinch. The chief motive for his exertions, indeed, 
was securing Angle for a partner. Still, although he 
danced with her so many times as to excite the re- 
marks of the women and the envy of the men, he 
occasionally suffered himself to be satisfied with meet* 
ing her in the changes of the dance/ or whispering 
adroit flatteries in her ear during the intervals. The 
reluctance, which he felt or feigned to accept her pro- 
position to introduce him to the other belles of the 
evening, was none the less flattering that he was at 
last over-persuaded ; for, while he stood faithfully 
opposite to Squire Runyan's niece, or &rmer Rycker*s 
Phebe, his dark, sparkling eyes were still pursuing 
Angle, and now and then catching a responsive 
glance. 

Whether Polly Stein took care to remind him of hfs 
engagement to dance with her, or whether he chanced 
to remember it, he at last saved his credit in this 
quarter by holding her to the agreement. It was a 
noticeable fact, a proof, perhaps, of his quick apprecia- 
tion of character, — that when conversing with Polly 
he dropped the strain of compliment and deference 
which was so gmtifying to Angie*s vanity, and as if 
adapting himself to a lower level, assumed a tone of 
familiarity and jest which he would not have ventured 
on with her. But then, perhaps, as the other girls 
said, and Polly intimated, it was because he was a 
member of the tavern household, and the landloi*d*s 
daughter knew him so well 

At all events it pleased and satisfied Polly. It did 
not prevent her owing Angle a grudge for engrossing 
so large a share of the captain's attention, but it pre- 
vented her believing that attention to be sincere oii\A& 
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part, and pemuded her that his relationa with herself 
were, on the whole, more oonfidentiaL 

As to Angle, she gave herself up to excitement and 
gratified vanity without remorse, or much regard to 
oonseouenoes. Here was an opportunity to exercise 
her innerent ambition for conquest, and punish Oeordie 
for his past neglect. Was Qeordie to be left to the 
supposition that he was the only man whom she was 
oaiMible of bringing to her feet t Especially was he to 
be indulged in this belief at a time when, if ever, he 
had neglected her, had been self-engrossed, irritable, 
and out of spirits t What right had any man to be 
depressed in the possession of her affections t No ; it 
was enough that for half a dozen Christmas balls in 
succession she had been mated with a youth who 
seemed no nearer than ever to a position in which he 
could claim her hand. Lately when she had seen him, 
he had been shamefaced and sullen. If he must be 
sulky in her presence, she would give him something 
to be sulky about 

So she reasoned with herself; but that her heart 
argued better than her head, might be guessed from 
her penetrating review, now and then of the entry, an4 
other passages leading to the ball-room, and a blight 
start and quick glance of her eye whenever a tall 
shadow fell across the threshold of either doorway. In 
spite of herself, she was asking the same question which 
others have asked, and which it is time to answer, — 
** What hafi become of Geordie V 
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CHAPTER VL 

TBUiINO WHAT HAD BECOME OF OEORDIE. 

When George Rawle lifled his Lead from his knees, 
in which posture he had been crouching, he knew not 
how long, Nicholas Bly, the coarse nian who had been 
with him on the tavern platform, stood at the entrance 
of the stall, and the light from a lantern, which he 
carried in his hand, shone directly in George*8 &ice. 
He had watched young Ba-wle, and followed him. 
George had heard some one e?iter the stable, and move 
about among the horses, ostensibly looking after their 
comfort, but in reality doing little but kick and growl 
at them. He thought he recognised Nick's voice, but 
did not consider his presence an intrusion so long as 
he kept at a distance from his retreat. He now looked 
up angrily on finding himself discovered. 

** Hollo, you young dog in the manger !" cried Nick, 
with feigned surprise, and speaking in the hail-fellow- 
well-met tone of a familiar comrade ; " yonVe made 
yer bed here, have you 1 Wal, sence you don't seem 
to be enjoyin' it much, be gen'rous now, an' invite a 
friend to keep yer company I" and without waiting for 
encouragement, Nicholas threw himself heavily down 
beside George, propped his lantern up in the straw, 
filled a pipe with tobacco, and, having lit it by aid of 
the lantern, commenced smoking. George, meanwhile, 
remained obstinately silent, his attitude and face express- 
ing a dogged resolution to ignore Nicholas's presence 
altogether. But the latter was not easily discouraged ;. 
assurance was his forte. ''I say, Mr. George," said 
he, fllily keeping watch upon his companion's face, 
'* things has gone agin you like thunder, hasn't they V^ 

•* Get out r* said George, with sullen vehemence. 
^ What do you want to come here taunting a fellow 
£ 2 
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for ?" and, with a jerk of his shoulders, he half turned 
his back upon Nicholus, and rolling over on the straw, 
withdrew a little from his vicinity. 

"Tauntin', old boy," responded Nicholas; "not I. 
I leave that for my betters. What should I be taun- 
tin' fur 1 Let tliem crow that stands a-top o* the fence. 
Nick Bly*s too low to be feared on that score. JV» 
cause you re down in the mouth, Mr. George, that I 
feels as if you an* I was kind o* mates; misery loves 
compimy, yer know'* — and Nicholas, leaning over the 
young man, who was resting on his elbow, with his 
face hid from sight, laid his rough hand upon him 
coaxingly. 

George shrank from his touch. A companionship 
founded on the basis of mutual and acknowledged de- 
gradal ion had nothing very consolatory in it. 

Nicholas took several whiffs at his pijiO. 
' " Look ye here, youngster," he said at length, in 
the tone of one about to open an argument, " what's 
the use o' sulk in* ? People an' things is deail set agin 
you, ain't they f* George groaned. " You don't like 
to own up to't ; that's nat'ral ; but lookers-on see 
most o' the game, an' I should say you was pooty well 
cornered, leastways will be, if you give up to 't this 
'ere fashion.'* 

" What can a fellow do 1" exclaimed George, bit- 
terly. " Once down, everybody's ready to give you a 
kick." 

" Why, up an' at *em's my motter,** said Nicholas. 
* Fight it out, man, an' come by your rights, one way 
or t'other.'* 

" I don't J?ce as I have any rights in this world," 
muttered George. " Plenty of wrongs Tve got o' late ; 
if there's anything belonging to me yet, that's worth 
having, I should like to know it." 

" Natur' owes you a right for every wrong, man ; 
an' if you take my advice, you'll have it out of her." 

"Whip up Natur', as you call her, and drive to the 
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^dievil^ eh V* said George, with a cheerless laugh. '^ That's 
a race IVe been running pretty fast lately, and a nag 
that'll soon land me in the bottomless pit, I'm think- 
iijg, if I don't come to a stop.'* 

" Don't you never pull up till you win the stakes, 
TVf r. George. If you do, you ain t the boy I take you 
fur.* 

** I don't know about there being any stakes to win ; 
but one thing's certain, I haven't anything left to 
lose." 

" That's jest it," cried Nick, triumphantly. " That's 
where fortin's on your side now." 

" That's a new way of looking at fortune," murmured 
George. 

"The only true way, I tell yer," replied Nick. 
** Why, I owe all the luck I've had in life to takin' 
that 'ere view o' the case." 

'* Great luck ever you've had 1" exclaimed George, 
glancing with ill-concealed disgust at the greasy clothes 
and bloated face of his companion. George had not 
got used to low society yet. 

" Why, not so bad nuther, considerin' my begiu- 
nin's," said Nicholas,* meditatively, and pausing long 
enough to spit and knock the ashes out of his pipe ; 
" not but what I might ha' done better," he added, " if 
I'd had your chances." 

"My chances?" 

" Yes, yourn." 

" Name 'em." 

" Wal, respectable relations, an' edecation, an' friends 
as had money. Natur' owes more to folks that were 
bom to expect somethin'. Now, I come up out o' the 
gutter, an' couldn't look beyond scratchin' in the mud 
all my days. But if I'd been you, I'd ha' aimed arter 
higher game." 

George winced. Reproach from this quai*ter was 
unexpected, but it struck home. 

" You're right, Nick," said he, at length, " l*^^\kaA, 
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opportunities ; it*tt mj own fault, I suppose, tliat IVc 
lost *em." 

" Lost *em t Not by a jug full/' retorted Nick, in a 
tone which betrayed how little he appreciated the 
nature of George's contrition. " By Jolly, if I was in 
your place, now, yer'd soon see Nick Bly goin' it with 
fly in* colours." 

" I only wish you were in my place f ' exclaimed 
George, impatiently. " And that I was" — he could 
not add "in yours" — so after pausing a second or 
two, he finished with '' nowhere." 

Nick laughed — not heartily, as good men laugh at 
a good joke, but fiendishly — as devils laugh at their 
own wicked thoughts. After a while, seeing that 
George had buried his face in the straw, trying perhaps 
to imagine himself the nonenity he craved to become, 
Nicholas began, as the ser]:)ent of old did, by trying to 
excite curiosity ; and putting himself, as it were, in 
George's place, commenced throwing out mysterious 
hints of what ho should propose to accomplish under 
his new conditions. 

"Fust an' foremost," said he, "I wouldn't groan 
an' take on 'bout what was past and couldn't be cured. 
Then I wouldn't lie down and clutch at a straw when 
I might stand up with my hands full o' — well, we wont 
say what, but some thin' better worth bavin — an* I 
wouldn't let another feller come at ween me an' my gal 
when good looks an' smiles was easy bought ; an' I 
wouldn't go afoot when I ii^\?^ht jest as well ride, nor 
be shoved one side by wustJwi- men, nor stand snubbin', 
no how." 

*' What do you mean V* cried George, raising himself 
up suddenly, and speaking half in curiosity and half in 
anger. 

" Law ! nothin' oncivil, Mr. Greorge ; I waa only a 
talkin' to myself an' a thinkin' out loud. P'raps you 
know best how to manage. I was only tryin' on your 
old shoes, an' thinkin' how easy I could cobble 'em up 
an' polish 'em like new," 
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** It*8 easy enough talkiiig. Td like to see you do 
it." 

, " Wal," said Nick, who, now that he had secured 
George's attention, was ready to state his proposition, 
'' it's money that makes the mate go, idn' it )" 

*< Seems so," replied Gkorge. '* I know some folks 
that are pretty well stuck for the UriBLnt of it." 

** Money's a long-handled whip," suggestisd Nick. 
*' Give me money an* I'll drivb everything afore ma 
Git your pockets well lined like the fcap'n's yonder, an' 
yer'll ride inter favour on the gallop. Why, he couldn't 
hold a Candle to you, Mr. George, elteept that he's ffot 
the shineKi. It gives him a kind of a glitter, 'specially 
in the eyes o' the gala." 

Unflattering as this latter comment might he to the 
female sex, it made George acutely alive to the degrii* 
dation of being a beggar. 

'* The thing's to get it f he murmur^ didspair* 

'' That's it !" replied Nick, in an encouraging tone. 
** Once got it's a nest-egff that's allerd doublin'.", 

" Yes, but twice nought's nought," answered George, 
'* and that's the beginning and end of my reckoning." 

" *T Wouldn't be if I was in your place," replied Nick. 
" Now, as I was tellin' yer, I never had much of a 
chance; an' what t did have is |)tetty well dreened out 
But if I was George Bawle i'stead o* Nick Bly, I'd 
soon start a big figur' an' keep the ball a' rollin'." 

" Speak out !" cried George, who was at once stiiEH 
picious and impatient of his comradiB. ''What Jlrd 
you driving at f ' 

<' A fortin', man, a fortin' ready made to yer hand. 
It's been keepin' fur yer this many a year, snug as 
meat in a nut. Take my advice how, an' crack it" 

** Where's the tree it grows on, I should like to 
knowl" 

'' Up in the mountain, as I've heam tell. Haiht' 
yer got a rich nncle there that's been savin' up mone^ 
for yer like a careful old iiuss |" 
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Geoi^e*8 response wis a laugh and an oath ; the Umgh 
against Nick, for jamping so wide of the mark ; the 
curse against bis nuole, perhaps, or himself or both. 

''No! Devil take me then if I haint been 
gammed i" exclaimed Nick, in gennine surprise. 
" 80 the old cove hain't got the ready arter all I'* 

<« What if he has I*' said George, bitterly; ''that's 
nothing to ma" 

"By Jove, 'tis though!" retorted Nick, with as 
much zeal as if he himself were the heir expectant. 
" What's the reason tain't ?" 

'* Do you suppose Baultie Rawle's going to throw 
his hard dollars away on a poor devil like me I Not 
he. He'd bury 'em first" 

" Bury 'em 1 Bury him ! I say," growled Nick, 
brutally. " What does an old hulk like that want o' 
money 1" 

" Likes to look at it, and handle it, and count it, I 
suppose." 

'* The darned old miser ! I'd soon make his reck'nin' 
come short if I was you, Mr. George." 

'*What do you mean? Tain't so ea^ spending 
other folks' money, especially when they've turned you 
out of doors, and warned you that you shall never see 
a shilling of it" 

George spoke this last phrase in the suppressed tone 
of one still writhing under the remembrance of past 
threats and abuse. Nick's quick apprehension, how- 
ever, caught both the words and the spirit in which 
they were uttered. 

" Turned yer off, has he ? the vicious old skeleton. 
Then there's an end o' good manners atween yer. Per- 
liteness has stood in many a man's way, so hang me if 
I don't think yer well rid on't If yer elders don't 
set you no better example than that, why they can't 
blame yer if you takes liberties as well." 

" I take liberties with my uncle Baultie f exclaimed 
George. "You don't knQW the man, Nick. His 
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wordd are harder than most men's blows. Unless Fve 
a mind to take liberties I should be sorry for, it 
stands me in hand to keep a safe distance from his iron 
tongue." 

" Keep yer distance 1 Wal, so yer may. Old blood 
an* young's apt to run contrairy, but if I was you now, 
devil catch me if I'd be the hiDdermost. Ef I couldn^t 
come up with him one way I would t'other. You un- 
derstand writin' pooty well, don't yer, Mr. George 1" 

*'Yoa wouldn*t have me write and ask for his 
pardon and his pocket-book 1" ejaculated George, iu- 
dignantly. '* Not I. I may be a mark for bad luck, 
and as poor as a beggar, but I wont be a slave nor a 
jackass." 

" Bully for yon ! You've got spunk, I see," cried 
Kick, slapping him on the back and chuckling. '* I 
say as you do— no cringin'. But I'd make old Eawle 
shell out fur all that. I wouldn't talk to him, nor 
write to him nuther, but if I'd had eddication, and 
could handle a pen, I wouldn't mind writin' a word^ur 
him, do you see? jest by way of obligin' folks all 
round." 

George looked mystified. 

Nick proceeded to enlighten him. Putting his mouth 
close to George's ear, and giving his elbow an expres- 
aive nudge, he whispered, — 

'' You can't take liberties with old Bawle hisself, but 
you might make free with his name,^^ 

Nick's meaning began to dawn u})on George, who, 
shocked but still incredulous, had such an expression ' 
on his &ce, that Nick made haste to reply to it in the 
words, — 

** Why, Mr. George, what a tarnation chicken you 
are ! A reg'lar green un 1 You look, fur all the 
world, as ef I'd spoke o' boilin' up the old man and 
sellin' his bones. I tell yer borrerin' names is the com- 
monest thing I know on. Fellers that's hard up don't 
make nothin' on't Ef I was you now, and had an 
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unnatural uncle, I*d scratch his name on a cheque an* 
hand it in to the bank he had dealings with, an* pocket 
the cash, an* walk off a gentleman in no time.** 

" No you wouldn't neither, you rascal !" cried 
George, raising himself on his elbow, and looking de- 
fiantly at Nick, who having gone through with the 
pantomimic action of signing the note, presenting it 
and receiving the money, had now plunged his hands 
into his pockets, and was complacently jingling a few 
oupper coins. 

"Why not, youngster!** asked Nick, coolly indif- 
ferent to George's threatening attitude. 

" Because/* answered George, secretly triumphing in 
his own superior knowledge of his uncle's habits, *^ be* 
cause my uncle Baultie has nothing to do with banks. 
. So you couldn't come it over him that way. The 
only bank Baultie Rawle ever trusts in is his own 
strong-box.** 

Nick's countenance fbll at first as George threw a 
damper on his scheme, but glowed with exultant eager- 
ness as he caught the young man's last words. 

" Strong-box, eh ?" he murmured, drawing his hands 
slowly from his pockets. ''Did ever you see that 'ere 
box, Mr. George t" 

" Should think I had,** said George, who, having as 
he thought checkmated his bra^art comrade, observed 
with satisfaction how crestfallen he looked at the veto 
put upon his scheme, but failed to catch the covetous 
afterglow, and so was thrown off his guard. 

'' And where does he keep it ) Not up on the niouii- 
tain I" 

« Yes, to be sure." 

" I want ter know ! Now that's very onsafe, ain't 

itr 

" Unsafe ) Why, no ; he has it under his own eye 
by day, and stowed under his own head by night. I 
don't know what better keeping he could trust it 
to." 
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" Did ever you gek a peep into the inside on't 1" 

^* Kow and then, but not often. He keeps it pretty 
snug. IVe deen it with the cover up when he was 
looking over his papers by the kitchen-table, and once 
he gave me a gold guinea out of it to buy me a new 
hat just after ^ther died." 

'' Gold guineas, eh ! Think there^s many on em )*' 
queried Nick, eagerly, and catching George by the 
sleeve. 

The look and action were unmistakable. George 
glanced at him suspiciously, and evaded a direct an- 
swer, by saying, " How should I know 1" 

" You ought ter know, an' I'll Ventur' to say yer do, 
Mr. George ; otily you've caught his miserly tricks an' 
mean to keep dark. I'll warrant you've had yer hand 
inter his pile many a time an' helped yerself, haint yer 
now 1" and Kick gave the young man an interrogatory 
shove. 

" What do you mean by that 1" cried George, re- 
pulsing Nick with an imceremonious force that was 
almost a blow. << You know yell enough the old man 
is tight as a drum. Do you suppose Tve been in the 
habit of stealing T 

" Stealin' yer call it, do yer 1 Now, I don't, though 
I know there's some foolB as does. I call it nothin' 
more 'n £iur play. It'll all be youm one o' these days, 
or ought ter ; an' if you hiaint had gumption enough 
to help yerself when it come handy, why, then it 
shows you ain't up to snuff, — that's all." 

** Mine r* cried George, angrily. " Haven't I told 
you already that my uncle had turned me off? Once, 
when I was a little shaver, he trusted me, and had 
reason to, — now, when, I'm a scapegrace (for that's 
about what I suppose I am), he's disgraced me twitted 
me, and called me a thief. I never deserved that last, — 
no, I never deserved that he should search my face, and 
all but search my pockets, for his gold. God knows 
there was little enough there I I never wronged hltcL 
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of a cent, but I call HeaTcn to witncM how that old 
man has wronged me !** 

George grew excited as he thus spoke. The deep 
sense of injury which had long been rankling in his 
bosoro, now, for the first time, found yent in words. 
Bring a hidden sore to the light, and how astonishing 
is its spreal and growth ! Thought followed quick on 
thought, while the young man's unloosed tongue 
summed up the features of his case. Suddenly, as if 
stung by an adder in the straw, he sprang to his feet. 
Passion had given a new interpretation to the hint 
thrown out at random by Kicholas Bly. 

** I knew he suspected me of being a robber and a 
liar r exclaimed George, flinging back his head de- 
fiantly and clinching his fist, but I never believed until 
this minute that he'd taken away my good name. Who 
put it into your head, Nick Bly, that George Bawle 
was used to playing the thiefl" 

Nick hesitated. He was not a skilled diplomatist, 
and his iirst iropulsct was to soothe George's wrath by 
the assurance that he had merely been throwing out a 
feeler ; but a second thought suggested to his depraved 
mind that the heat and rage which lit up George's eye 
and paled his lip might be made useful tools, and must 
be sharpened rather than dulled. So he answered eva- 
sively, — " Don't get mad, Mr. George. T never more'n 
half believed it, or, if I did, I didu't think none the 
wuss on yer." 

•' Then that's the story that's been going round f* 
cried George, stamping his foot upon the straw as if to 
crush the stinging instruments of pain that now seemed 
to torture him in every member. "My character's 
gone, then — has been these many months for what I 
know. Everybody has turned the cold shoulder on me 
of late, and it's my uncle Hawle that's at the bottom of 
it. I see it all now. Talk of thieves ! It's he that's 
a thief Yes, a gray old villain of a thief, robbing me 
of my good name!" 
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"So he is," chimed in Nick. "That's jest what I 
saj. I never had no *piuion on him. A mean old 
scamp that goes to prayer-meetin*s an' sings psalms with 
the saints below, an' longs to be jined with them above, 
as I've hearn tel), an' yet plays the miser himself, an' 
accuses his own brothers son o* lyin' an* larceny.** 

" Don't talk to me 1" cried George, authoritatively. 
" I can't bear it. Let me alone. I'm in a state o' 
mind when I might do an injury to somebody or other ;*' 
and turning his face towards the side of tho stall he 
pressed his hands to his temples, and leaned his fore* 
head against the rough planks. 

" I don't blame you nuther," muttered Nick, who 
seemed to think it his business to personate justice and 
acquit George at every point. Then, in obedience to 
the youth's injunction, he maintained a short silence, 
but a deep groan from George having broken the spell^ 
Nick again interposed. "Look ye here, Mr. Geordie, 
I tell yer now as I told yer in the beginnin', you've 
got to take a new tack, or founder altogether. You're 
down, yes, down as low as I be. It's that old man on 
the mountain that's tripped yer up, an' it's him that's 
bound to set yer on yer legs agin. You an' me are, 
both on us, at a discount in these parts, but the world's 
wide, an' there's plenty of roads open to a feller. Til 
show yer a way out of all yer difficulties, an' git yer a 
passport to fortin', only ;" and here Nick approached 
George's ear, and whispered meaningly, " that uncle o' 
yourn owes you somethin' hansome, an' it's him that 
ought ter pay yer travellin' expenses." 

How much of this advice George heard or compre- 
hended it is ira|)0ssible to say, for he neither moved 
nor answered. A considerable period of silence en- 
sued between the two men. George still leaned against 
the planks, his &ce hid from sight Nicholas stooped 
down, gathered a handful of straw, and stood gnawing 
at it. At length he might have been heard to say, in 
^ sort of muttered soliloquy, " I wouldn't be tried auf 
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convicted for nothin'. £f I was goin' to get a smutty 
character, I*d get the valler of it, too, I would I Miglit 
as well have a thing as not if yer have the name on't !'* 
These and other such innuendoes he indulged in with- 
out interruption, coupling them with many an invective 
against George's maligners, and profane hints of their 
merited fate in this world and the next. He had in- 
dulged in this sort of monologue so long without in- 
terference, that he started and shrank back frightened, 
when George suddenly faced about and ejaculated 
fiercely, " Hold your infernal tongue, you scoundrel ! 
Must a man go to the devil because he's been bid 1 or 
. put up with Satan when he comes to him in human 
shape V 

" Satan's yer best fiiend, if yer mean me," suggested 
Nick, humbly. 

George looked hard and searchingly at Kick, then 
said, in a softened tone, *' You're not quite a devil, 
Nick, for he is wholly false, and some things you've 
said to-night are true. I shan't forget 'em." 

" Wal," said Nick, " I b'lieve you know yer man, 
an' if you want me to help yer any time^ I'm on hand 
—that's all" 

" I may want you, JTick," said George, in the tone of 
one who had half-resolved on something desperate. " If 
I do I'll let you know." 

'* Where yer goin' now I" questioned Nick in sur- 
prise, for George was buttoning up his coat and looking 
round for his hat and whip, which he had dropped in 
the sti-aw. 

" Into the house. I'm going to face 'em alL" 

"What, jest as yer are?" and Nick, shabby as he 
was himself, glanced disparagingly at George's muddy 
oiding boots and rough, homespun clothes. 

** Yes, just as I am," replied George^ surveying his 
own disordered appearance with a stem complacency 
quite unlike his ordinary demeanour. '* What do I care 
tor any of 'em t«-a9iy o/'em, I say ? Let 'em see me 
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at my wont^ and own up to wbat they think of me, 
1*11 haye it out Mr and square before 'em all. l*m 
bonnd to know how far that old hTpocrite has blasted 
an honest man's fame." 

<< Take a drop o' sumthin' fust," said Kick ; and 
stocking down, he produced a common junk bottle from 
a hiding-place of his own in a comer of the stall. The 
offer was made in kindness^ or what Nick meant for 
such, for George looked deadly pale, and his tightly 
set lips, glaring eyes, and expression of intense deter- 
mination were in strange contrast to the genial, smiling 
features which were usually the credentials of his easy 
good temper. 

The offer was well meant ; but it was anything but 
ft friendly offer, especially under circumstances like the 
present 

(George stared at the rum-bottle an instant in an 
absent way, then grasped it, and drained a deep 
draught 



CHAPTER VII. 

IK WHICH A SUDDEN STOP IS PDT TO THE HUSia 

It had been the custom ever since Diedrich Stein 
instituted Christmas balls for the benefit of the public 
|2!enerally, and the public-house particularly, to serve 
the supper in a half-finished chamber above the wood- 
shed ; a sort of drying-room, the walls of which, at dif- 
ferent seasons, were festooned with ears of seed-corn, 
bunches of herbs, strings of dried apples and pumpkin, 
or linen clothes fresh from the wash-tub. Here Folly 
Stein bad occasionally been known to give an entertain- 
ment to the young people of the neighbourhood in the 
thrifty shape of a corn-husking or a quilting-bee, on 
which occasions the sociability and excitement attend- 
ing the labour were made to supersede the more sub- 



64 HAintTSb HEAttTS. 

stantial good cheer tbat might have been expeotcd 
elsewliere, but which the Steins never gave anybody 
gratis. 

On Christmas eve, however, when the supper was 
understood to be paid for at so much a head, there was 
no lack of creature comforts. True, the viands were 
arranged without much regard to taste or uniformitj« 
and the city exquisite would have been sadly shockcRi 
at the incongruities of the table. Ham, well-dressed, 
is always genteel, and no one despised stuffed fowls ; 
but, just think of it ! the former was flanked by home- 
made cheese and pickled beets, and the latter by crockery 
pitchers filled with hard cider. Dame Stein's pastry, 
though, to use her own words, " lard was the shorteniii^ 
she depended on mostly/' was well-baked and flaky, 
but then the idea of miuce and squash pies, ready cut 
in quarters, and apple-sauce ad libitum ? Who ever 
heai*d either of custard puddings, pears stewed in mo- 
lasses, and bowls of cracked walnuts promiscuously in- 
termingled with dishes of soused pig's feet, baked beans, 
or sour krout 1 Yet you might have attacked the table 
at almost any point, and taken your choice of all these 
eatables. Any other drink than cider you would have 
missed from this department, because you had a stand- 
ing invitation to take " that sort of thing " at the bar, 
and pay extra. 

You (and by you I mean the exquisite of that age or 
this), might have found still greater fault with Stein's 
8U})per-room on another scora There was nO fireplace, 
and in ordinary Christmas weather it was cold there, 
fearfully cold. On the night of December twenty-third, 
1812, you could see your own breath, and your neigh- 
bour's— every body*8 breath — steaming away like so 
many tea-kettles. After dancing, too ! Why, really 
it would be as much as your life was worth to venture 
in. Not so with the Stein's Plains folks ! Their lives 
were worth more than yours or mine ; at least, they 
could stand more wear and tear. They were used to 
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frosty nights and rooms without fires. Tt would be a 
poor story if eating and drinking couldn't keep them 
warm enough, and as to the young people who had 
been exercising until the grrls' faces were of a uniform 
redness and moisture, and until the youths of the other 
sex chafed within the confinement of their best coats, 
they always depended on cooling off at supper time, 
preparatory to beginning again. Catch cold, indeed I 
It would be a miserable tool who couldn't endure the 
atmosphere of Stein's supper-room from half past eight 
to nine. (As the ball had commenced at six, that was 
not an unreasonably early hour for supper.) Why, it 
was no colder than any ,of the rooms in their own 
houses, unless, perhaps, the kitchen. The school-house, 
where, in the winter months, they had all acquired the 
rudiments of learning, was only warmed by the feeble 
stimulus of study. The meeting-house, which had been 
shut up all the week, was inconceivably chilly on 
Sundays, its only artificial heat being what chanced to 
be contained in the minister's sermon. It would be 
strange enough if, with their systems overcharged with 
caloric, the Stein's Plains folks did otherwise than 
welcome a breath of fresh air. 

It may be supposed, therefore, that they were moved 
to astonishment and compassion when, on the com- 
pany's being ushered into the supper-room, the English 
stranger shivered, buttoned up that military coat of 
his, and looked in vain, first over one shoulder and 
then the other, to see if he could detect some snug 
retreat or sheltered corner in which he could ensconce 
himself and his partner — ^the latter, of course, being 
Angle, as he had, early in the evening, engaged to 
escort her to supper. 

" What a barn of a place this is. Miss Cousin !" he 
exclaimed; "these people are barbarians ! Why, this 
exposure will be the death of you ! — or of me, at least" 
*^was the still more urgent thought, which expressed 
itself in another shiver. 
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" Yes, it id wretchedly oold !" responded Angle, who 
would not have thought about it otherwise ; but who, 
seeing her genteel escort so horrified at th^ atmosphere, 
very naturally gave a genteel shiver too. 

*' Let me bring you a cloak 1 Dear me, these farmers 
and milkmaids may be able to endure it, but you, Miss 
Cousin, you are more delicately constituted. I cannot 
suffer you to inhale this arctic air. You would be ill, 
and I should never forgive mysel£ Let me bring you 
a wrap of some kind.'' 

Augie assured him his fears were groundless. She 
should not take cold — at least, she did not think she 
should. It had never occurred to her before that a frail 
constitution was a mark of refinement; but now, there 
was something so flatteriug in the <tistinction made 
between her and her companions, that she voluntarily 
moved from the vicinity of a window, and though she 
declined the cloak, suffered the captain to untie the 
silken scarf which was listened at her waist, and ten- 
derly fold it around her bare neck and shoulders. 

He then approached the table with the view of 
securiDg places for himself and Angle upon one of the 
rough benches that surrounded it; but although there 
was a general disposition to exercise politeness towards 
him, which manifested itself by several voices exdalm- 
iDg in a breath, " Boom here, cap'n ! — plenty o' room 
here 1" he declined every offer of accommodation, and 
stepped back at length to report to Angle that those 
country cubs were crowding and pushing to such a 
degree that he could not think of exposing her to their 
rudeness. " And if I could, Miss Cousin,'* he added, 
'^ there is nothing there with which I could hope to 
tempt you. Not that I wish to disparage my landlady's 
cooking — no, upon my word, I have no doubt many a 
starving man might be made jojful around that board. 
But a gentleman must be huagry indeed, much more 
a lady, who could stand such a spectacle as that yonder. 
Why, there is an old fellow there," whispered ike cap- 
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isaan, oonfid^iUally, ** cutting up a turkey much in the 
style in which he would chop wood, and a young 
woman munching ham and gingerbread at one mouth- 
ful; — pah ! Miss Cousin, I will not disgust you by any 
farmer particulars. I know you are very amiable. 
So am I; but%ere are limits to toleration;" and he 
laughed a meaning laugh, which seemed to say, " We 
will bear with these people good-naturedly, but cannot 
be quite blind to their Tulgarity, you know." Angle 
joined mechanically in this laugh of deridion. She 
woidd not have hurt her neighbours' feelings openly 
for the world, but she could not resist a glow of satis- 
faction at the contrast which the captain must see 
between her manners and those of her country friends, 
to make him so confidential in his criticisms. Besides, 
there did seem something gross to her to-night in the 
way the people were eating. The conflict between 
pique and vanity, which was waging in her own breast^ 
had quite robbed her of her usually healthy appetite. 

"You have put yourself under my charge. Miss 
Cousin," continued the captain, " so now let me cater 
for you. Let us beat a retreat to the little sitting-room 
below. There is a delicious bed of coals on the hearth. 
I will persuade Stein to bring us a cold, fowl, some 
biscuit, and a bottle of Madeira. That will be luxury; 
I shall be made happy in the only society I crave this 
evening; and you — O, you will be generous, and bear 
with me, if not for charity's sake, for the sake of the 
charming little supper I will arrange for you there. 
Come r' and he held put his hand in a lively way that 
was quite irresistible. 

It seemed rather invidious to leave the rest of the 
company ; but, on the other hand, there was something 
tempting in the thought of such a select and exclusive 
arrangement. Then it is so easy for a man of the world 
to flatter a rustic coquette into taking airs. So Angie 
<3ntered into the spirit of the proposal, and in a few 
minutes she and the captain were seated in txoio^ ol'Oci.^ 
f2 
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sitting-room firo, with a little table between them, while 
Stein^who had stayed below to tend the bar, was, in com- 
pliance with Captain Josselyn's suggestions, bringing 
choice little instalments from Dame Stein's private 
larder, and hinting his congratulations to Angie upon 
her privileged lot 

The captain certainly fulfilled his promise to provide 
a choice little repast. He carved the fowl in the most 
dainty fashion, dressed a few raw oysters in the shell, 
cut delicate slices from the roll, uncorked the wine 
himself, that no less skilful hands might disturb the 
dregs, and so gratified Angle's naturally fastidious 
taste by the dexterous manner in which he served and 
presented the refreshment, that, to her own surprise, 
her appetite revived, and she found herself making an 
excellent meal, and even sipping, now and then, the 
amber wine, which the gallant captain recommended 
as an antidote to the cold. 

" If you will excuse me for a moment, Miss Cousin," 
said he, when the compliments of the table were at an 
end, " I will bring my guitar, and sing you the little 
Spanish song I spoke of the other day.'' 

Angie expressed the most naive delight at the pro- 
position. The captain ran upstairs to his room, and 
in a moment reappeared with the instrument. It was 
a love song which he now proceeded to sing. The 
words were unintelligible to Angie, but the action was 
vehement and passionate, and the singer contrived to 
throw so much meaning into his voice, gestures, and 
expression, that Angie felt herself tremble and blush 
beneath the searching dark eye, which, somehow, she 
could neither meet nor escape, and wbich exercised a 
sort of magnetic effect upon her wilL 

We have hitherto spoken of the captain as a young 
man ; but he was not so very young after all. A 
smooth complexion, jet black hair and eyebrows, slight 
figure, and quick mercurial temperament, imparted to 
him a youthful air ; but on closer observation it was 
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easy to detect those sharp lines about the temples, that 
' slight hollowness of the eyes, and still more that assu- 
rance of manner, which indicate a ripened experience. 
As Angle sat opposite to him, the object of his fasci- 
nations and gallantry, she felt the advantage he had 
over her in this as in other respects. She realized 
that he had confidence and courage, the former in view 
of his social position, the latter of his superior years. 
These were traits Angle had never yet contended with 
in a lover, and they made her yielding, timid, child- 
like. So she sat listening like a charmed bird. 

Meanwhile a farm waggon rattled up to the door ; 
there were heavy footsteps in the principal entry, there 
were shadows passing and repassing the windows. 
This was not an evening when one could look for much 
privacy in the sitting-room of Stein's Tavern, opening, 
as it did, both on the main entrance and kitchen. Still, 
a public-house is every man's castle. If Angie and 
the captain had that claim to the sitting-room which 
belongs to first occupants, strollers on the platform 
outside, or loungers in the entry, had none the loss the 
right to peep in at the windows or listen to the music. 
One party, however, could scarcely be justified in in- 
terrupting the other, and it was therefore a barefaced 
intrusion as well as an insult, when a tall figure, which 
had for a few moments darkened one of the windows, 
stalked suddenly into the room, walked directly up to 
the little refreshment table, brought down his fist 
upon it with a thump which set all the crockery to 
rattling, and in a voice of wrath exclaimed, "Stop 
that 1" 

The music stopped. Angie sprung up, and stood 
opposite Geordie, angry, bewildered, mortified. She 
did not speak ; but the captain, coolly retaining his 
seat, and suffering his white hand to toy with the 
guitar strings, said " Really !" 

" Yes ; stop it, I say !" continued Geordie, fiercely. 
** I want to speak to Angie Cousin." 
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*' Ah ! some friend of yours, Miss Angie 1" queried 
the captain, surveying Greorge with undisguised con- 
tempt. '<If so, I am dumb/' And he waved his 
hand, as if foregoing any right to take offence in con- 
sideration of its being Angie's affair^ and a matter 
quite beneath his own notice. 

'* Go on with your business, young man,*' he added, 
with a patronizing air ; and quietly laying down his 
guitar, the captain took the attitude of one willing to 
wait the pleasure of the other two, in consideration of 
the amusement he was likely to derive from the rustic 
scene. 

Tf the man of the world despised the country youth, 
the sentiment was mutual. George surveyed the 
captain from head to foot, as a man might look at a 
monkey. " You keep clear of this now ; that's your 
safest plan !" he said, by way of a warning ; then turning 
his back on the stranger, he came between him and 
Angie, and faced her angrily. 

She was angry too. Her pride was irritated at 
George's behaviour, the whole responsibility of which 
the captain had thrown upon her. Before he could 
speak, accusingly or otherwise, she, as usual, took the 
offensive, saying, ** Ain't you ashamed of yourself, 
Geordie 1" 

" You are ashamed of me, Angie. I've seen that 
plain enough this long while." 

" And no wonder 1" 

" O no, indeed ; no wonder at all 1" was the 
sarcastic rejoinder. "You've kept such grand com- 
pany of late, if s quite time you should have done with 
old friends." 

" Old or new, I shall choose what company pleases 
me, you may depend upon it" 

" Of course you will" 

" And that wont be yours, George Rawle — ^unless," 
she added, by way of qualification — "unless you 
should become a very different man from what you 
are now." 
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" And what am 1 1 That's the very thing I've come 
here to know," said G^eorge^ defiwitly. " Speak out ; 
what amir 

" You're a rude, unmannerly fellow." 

"Isthat^ain Goon." 

*' All ! no. I can't tell you what you are. I don't 
know what you are, nor care. I wish you'd go away." 
And Angie, worried and vexed, glanced anxiously in 
the direction of the eaptain. He was leaning against 
the mantel-piece, smiling and picking his teeth (the 
last not a very elegant act lor one of his breeding ; a 
hint, perhaps, at his estimation of the company he 
was in). 

The captain's coolness and Gkorge's persistency ex- 
asperated Angie. She was determined to vindicate 
herself in the eyes of the former from any complicity 
in the misconduct oi her country lover. 

" You shan't stand there questioning me," she said, 
accompanying her words with a positive motion of 
her' head. "I wont bear it, Greordiej do you hear 
me?" 

She might well add this emphatic query, for either 
he was deaf, or what was equally incredible, had no 
intention to obey her. With his arms folded, he 
stood obstinate and determined. She turned away 
from him, but he again planted himself before her. She 
stopped short, and frowned. 

" It is of no use, Angie," he said. " I wont go till 
you have answered my question." 

"What question]" 

" You shall tell me what yon think of me ; what 
they all think. I have a right to know, and I will." 

" Is the young man's character in jeopardy f asked 
the captain, in mock anxiety. 

The question and the manner were so ludicrous that 
Angie, though provoked at their sarcasm, could not 
resist a smile. 

The blood rushed into George's face as he saw him- 
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s^lf the object of ridicule. Perhaps the spirit he had 
drunk too was getting into his head, for his eye grew 
wild and restless, and his tone was increasingly vehe- 
ment, as he exclaimed, " O, it is sport to you, is it, to 
see a poor fellow driven to the wall 1 Angie" — and he 
grasped her arm — " listen to me one minute, and tell 
me the truth, if you have one grain of pity left for an 
old friend. Everybody has slighted me lately; not 
you only, but everybody. What is the reason ?" 

He was terribly in earnest. Angie felt it, and 

would either have expostiilated with him or answered 

.seriously, but for a diversion given to her feelings by 

a jeering suggestion from the captain that *Hhe 

reason" seemed palpable. 

At this intimation she stopped short, looked dis- 
trustfully at George, and withdrew from his touch. 

" You let us two alone, toill you T' said Greorge, 
turning upon the captain, and tightly grasping the 
handle of his whip. 

" Certainly," was the prompt response. " I am at 
Miss Angie^s bidding. She has but to say the word, 
and I forbear to disturb the harmony that seems to 
exist between you;" and, as the captain stooped to 
pick up a bit of the golden wheat which had fallen 
from Angle's hair, he caught her eye, and the smile 
on his lace was full of irony. 

It was an even chance that minute whether poor 
Angie should laugh or cry. She had never felt so 
babyish and miserable ; but, on the other hand, her 
pride had never before been so stung. Nature craved 
the relief of tears; but with the consciousness of the 
captain's eye upon her, she resolved not to make a fool 
of herself, and so forced a laugh — and a most hollow, 
unnatural laugh it was. 

The captain caressed the bit of wheat, and turned 
his face to the fire, ostensibly to conceal his disposition 
to mirth. 
And G^eordie ! They had much better have struck 
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liim, especially Angle. The smart of the blow might 
have been soothed long before the recollection of that 
mocking laugh could be effaced. The remembrance 
of it was to rankle deep in Geordie's soul, and in 
Angle's own soul deeper yet. 

He was reckless enough before — ^he was maddened 
now. He was not intoxicated, at least not until that 
instant. The captain's insinuation had wronged him. 
It was true he had eaten nothing since morning, and 
following upon his long fast the draught he had taken 
from Nick Ely's bottle had doubtless helped to excite 
his brain. Still he had hitherto - been master of his 
words and acts; now he was the victim of rage, shame, 
and injured love, rather than of alcohol. 

"It has come to this, has it ?" he cried. " You are 
making game of me — ^you and that puppy !" — and his 
glance shot rapidly from Angle to the captain, then 
lixed itself on her. " You give yourself up to him, do 
you, and let me go to — hell !" and, coming close to 
her, he whispered the last word hoarsely in her ear. 

Angle was frightened. She uttered a slight excla- 
mation of horror, and looked up in George's face with 
an anxious, bewildered expression. 

Perhaps there was a shade of sympathy in this up- 
turned look which emboldened the youth, for he now 
caught her hand — " You have to choose between us 
two, Angle," he hoarsely ejaculated, " for it's now or 
never." 

" Come, come, young man, enough of that !" inter- 
rupted the captain, starting forward with impudent 
confidence in his right to act as umpire, and break up 
this scene the moment the young man, as he termed 
him, appeared to be going too far; and drawing 
Angie's arm through his, he led her a few steps 
towards the door, saying, in a protecting tone intended 
to reassure her — " Let me take you under my wing. 
See! the musicians have returned from their supper; 
we will forget this vulgar contretemps in a lively reeL" 
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Bat he was not destined to bear away his partner 
80 easily. George sprang forward, caught Angie's 
disengaged hand, and contended for the possession. 

" Let go that lady's hand !" cried the captain, im- 
peratively. 

" For heaven's sake don't leave me so, Angie !" 
implored George. 

Angie looked helplessly from one to the other. The 
contest had brought them all to the door opening upon 
the entry and opposite to the bar-room. 

" Hands off, you scoundrel T persisted the captain, 
"or 111 caU for help." 

Greorge's answer was a muttered oath and his horse- 
whip raised in the air. 

Angie screamed, struggled to escape from them 
both, and looked around her as if in the hope of some 
timely interference. Her look and cry were responded 
to instantly, but in the last way she could ever have 
dreamed of. 

An old man, very old, came out of the bar-room. 
With an eye full of rebuke, and a hand raised in 
solemn warning, he faced the disreputable scene, and 
said, in a voice of authority, "Young men, stand 
back ! let go the gal ! Is that the way to treat a 
woman ?" 

They all retreated a step or two within the sitting- 
room. George dropped Angie's hand involuntarily; 
the captain would have retained her arm within his, 
but she proudly withdrew it, though maintaining her 
place close at his side. The white-headed veteran, 
whose puritanic dress and severe demeanour were cal- 
culated to inspire respect, if not fear, looked gravely 
from the, to him, unwonted sight of a couple attired 
in ball-room costume to the equally unfamiliar aspect 
of the country-bred youth, who, with his jockey riding- 
jackei, mud-splashed boots and trowsers, flushed face, 
matted hair, and horsewhip still vibrating in his hand, 
was a yet more indecorous object in the eyes of the 
stern old man. 
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'^ Oewrge Eawle/' he scdd at length, fixing his eye 
on Geordde^ and speaking, sjUaUe hj Bjflable, 'M» 
that your 

George hung down his head, and made no answer. 

The unexpected apparition of his uncle, Baltimore 
Bawle, seemed to have paralysed him. 

^'£oy," said the old man, after a pause that was 
heavy with meaning, " you are a disgraoe to your 
ancestors !" 

George looked up hastily. There was an instan- 
taneous flash of his eye, which was the next minute 
cast down, as before. Accustomed, from earliest boy- 
hood, to hold this venerable member of his £stmily in 
the utmost awe, he might hate or curse him behind hisr 
back, but he could not defy his presenca 

" It is well your father never lived to see this day,** 
continued the old man — " never lived to have his gray 
hairs brought down with sorrow to the grave by an 
unworthy son. I pity your poor mother." 

The hand which held the whip trembled at these 
words, perhaps with rage, perhaps with shame, possibly 
from some more heart-stirring emotion. 

Baultie Eawle now turned to Angle with, " What 
is your name, young woman 1" 

" Angevine Cousin," she answered, humbly. 

" I can^t speak that ; but no matter ; you've kept 
company some with him of late, miss ?" and he pointed 
to his nephew. 

Angle, still humbly, signified a sort of assent. The 
captain laughed. Was nothing serious in that man'9 
eyes-? 

" And you've dismissed him" (the old man judged 
this from the attitude of the parties in the scene he 
had just witnessed). '^ You've done right, miss, and let 
me tell you, me, his uncle, that you're well rid of him.** 
Perhaps Angle was not so convinced of this. At all 
events, at this crisis, she moved a step further from the 
captain, a step nearer to Greordie, 
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" And you, Mr. Military-man/' said old Rawle, ad- 
dressing the captain, and taking a somewhat curious 
survey of his person, " you're a stranger, I reckon, in 
these parts. If so, let me give you a piece of whole- 
some advice. Quarrelling and bandying words is 
always disgracefiil, especially when there's a woman 
consamed, and I warn you, as a friend, that the young 
man I just caught you wrangling with, though he's 
come of good stock, is a rotten bough. Everybody 
knows him for an idler. It is easy enough this minute 
to see 'drunkard' written on his face, and if you will 
take an honest man's word for it, he is little short of a 
thief. Such society is corrupting. His own relations 
are ashamed of him, and I, his father's brother, and the 
head of his family, think it a solemn duty to put 
strangers on their guard against him, as I would against 
any other nuisance." 

"Thank you, sir," said the captain, with a mock 
gravity, which the old man, in his simplicity, took for 
gratitude, " I'll take your advice." 

As he spoke and bowed, he dropped his bit of wheat 
and stooped to reclaim it ; but Angie, too quick for 
him, snatched it from the floor, and holding it fast, 
drew still nearer to Geordie. It almost looked like 
going over to his side. 

Until now George had not changed his position, had 
only once raised his head; but to be thus publicly 
traduced and held up to scorn was more than he could 
bear. He set his teeth, clinched his fist, and advanced 
a step towards Baultie, with " You lie, old man ! by 
Heaven, you lie! To suspect your own nephew's 
honest character is false enough, and mean enough, 
without branding him to the world as a villain !" 

Baltimore Rawle was a stern uncompromising man, 
accustomed to exact obedience amd enforce discipline. 
That George should venture to accuse and defy him, 
was adding sacrilege to sin. 

" Back 1" he exclaimed, as he would have to a dog ; 
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** back — hoj, and be silent 1" and, aa if to enforce his 
words, be repelled George with his arm, and compelled 
bim to retreat, until he stood with his back braced 
against the wall. 

Angie crept close to him. He burned with wrath — 
so did she. That she shoald slight or ill-use him her- 
self was one thing ; but that anybody else shoald 
defame him was quite another. At this moment, the 
two made common cause. " Stand there, George 
Bawle," continued the old man, imperatively, "and 
listen to what I have to say. I call Heaven to wit- 
ness,'' — and he raised bis hand, as one does in taking 
an oath, — " and you, Mr. Military-man," to the cap- 
tain, ''and you too, Diedrich Stein," to Stein, who, 
with eager lips apart, had first stolen into the entry, 
and then into the room, and so had heard and seen all ; 
"and " he was going to include Angie, but some- 
thing in her look forbade him, so he summed up his 
audience with, " I call aU of you to witness that this 
ungrateful boy has this night insulted and given the 
lie to his old uncle ; that he deserves my curse and 
shall have it." 

Then turning again towards George, he went on 
thus : " If yoa'd grown up the honest, peaceable lad 
you gave promise of, the fruits of fourscore year of 
industry might all ha' been yourn, and with 'em a 
blessing. But now, go where you will, and live as you 
will, you son of iniquity! Wrangle, riot, and be 
drunken ; spend other men's money, and wallow in 
your own sin ; but remember that you carry with you 
all your life the legacy of an old man's curse, and that 
after death he will be a witness against you at Heaven's 
bar. Now begone, and don't lot me ever see your face 
again in this world." 

Blinded with passion and pale with rage, George 
stood and heard his imcle out, then slowly raised his 
clinched fist, but met the unflinching eye of the old 
man, and his resolution foiling him, the hand dropped 
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M if palsied. He then glanced yacantlv at the faces 
around him, but made no movemeDt to depart. A sly 
gleam of satis^Bustion shot through the decent veil of 
regret which Diedrich Stein's countenance was wearing. 
The captain's features manifested weariness and disgust 
of the whole scene. Angie's face alone expressed real 
sympathy for either party. The blood had mounted to 
her temples, and her eye absolutely glared witli 
anger, as she followed every look and word of Baultie 
Bawle. 

" Take yourself off now, boy !" he said, seeing that 
George stOl hesitated. " Your uncle Stein will give 
you no harbomr here, not if he is his own friend or 
mine," and Baultie waved his hand in the direction of 
the door. 

Stein, with his usual servility, muttered something 
about being sorry to turn a relation out of doors, but 
that Baultie was the best judge of what was right. 
George stood a minute more, a prey to passions so 
conflicting as to render him torpid ; then with a start 
which seemed to impart an electric shock to everybody 
present^ he rushed out of the room and the house, 
dashed through the line of light which radiated fram 
the tavern windows, and was lo^st in the darkness 
beyond. 

Forgetting everything but her own dreadful anxiety, 
Angie pressed her face against the window-pane and 
saw him depart; saw more than she had dreamed of 
seeing, or was likely soon to forget ; for, as he shot 
past the bar-room door, he had sufficient time and pre- 
sence of mind to make a signal to a man who had been 
waiting for him there, — the same shabby, bloated man, 
with the sore finger and greedy eye, whom Angie had 
seen in his company when she alighted from her Cither's 
carryall that evening: she also saw the man, in re- 
sponse to the signal, come out of the tavern and follow 
in the direction George had takeU; — and the man was 
Nicholas Bly. 
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''Yoilal'' at this instant exclaimed Mr. Cousin^ 
presenting himself in the door-way. ^' Ah, Monsieur 
Capitaine, I 'ave found jou at last. You are a man of 
much resource. Ma foi 1 You would make one boule- 
vard de Paris out of de leetie parloor of Monsieur 
Bteia f and the old Frenchman glanced at the tite-d-tite 
table at which the captain and Angie had been supping, 
«&d rubbed his hands in high glee. " £h bien \" he 
continued, in a different tone, as, taking a second survey 
of the group on whom he had intruded, he detected the 
discordance between his own humour and theirs ; '' you 
are not one party of pleasure I link. Monsieur Eawle/' 
-—and turning to the old man, in whose rigid face and 
figure the quick instincts of Mr. Cousin detected the 
kill-joy of the occasion — " I did not 'ave expect to see 
you here. I hope you 'ave ver' good health ;" and, 
bowing respectfully, Mr. Cousin stepped up to shake 
hands with his aged fellow-townsman. 

" I am here by accident, sir," answered Baultie, with 
emphasis, and taking no notice whatever of the offered 
hand. *' My waggon trace gave out a few rods yonder, 
ehe you may depend upon it I would never have made 
myself a witness to such sinful fandangoes as that/' 
and he pointed an abhorrent finger at the dancers, 
now returning in a hurry from supper, and making ' 
a noisy rush into their ball-room. *^ Such spectacles 
are risky for young men, but for old men they are 
8C(mdalou8, Have they put my horse to, Stein? if so, 
the sooner Fm on the road the better.'' 

Stein started to make the necessary inquiry, and the 
iron old man followed him without bidding any one 
good night. 

The Frenchman, rebuked and crestfallen, shrugged 
his shoulders, and drew near the fire, as if he felt a 
chill creeping over him. 

*' Take a luEind at piquet, sir, and a glass of wine V 
suggested the captain, with an air of pedEect unconcern. 
" Bring another glass^ Stein, and a pack of cards," he 
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called over liis shoulder to the retreating landlord ; at 
the same time seating himself at tlie table, and draw- 
ing a chair up opposite to him for Mr. Cousin. 

The latter did not take it at once, but stood witli 
his back to the fire warming himself. 

" You will catch one cold at dat window, ma chere," 
ho said to Angie, who seemed to be looking out at the 
night " Beside, if dat big ogre man see you dere 
when he come to drive away, he will give you one 
look to kill." 

" Tm not cold, papa," said Angie, with difficulty 
commanding her voice, for the poor girl was crying. 
The captain prudently forebore to add his expostu- 
lations. 

Stein now came hurrying back with the wine-glass 
and cards. " None of the cleanest, cap'n," he said, 
apologetically, to his guest, as he handed him the 
pack, " but I believe there's the right number. Real 
Madary I twenty year old ; cap'n's own private stock 1" 
he whispered to Mr. Cousin, as he filled the glass for 
him. The captain, slightly wincing, shuffled the dirty 
cards ; Mr. Cousin sipped his wine, smacked his lips, 
and declared himself ^' bien content." They began to 
play. 

For ten or fifteen minutes the silence of the little 
sitting-room was only broken by the noise from the 
adjacent kitchen, and such ejaculations as *' Point !" 
** Sequence T or " Your play, sir !" 

" Will we make one more adventure V* asked Mr. 
Cousin, as the game terminated in the captain's favour. 

" Certainly," replied the obliging antagonist, — " that 
is, unless Miss Cousin will honour me with her hand 
for another dance/' and he looked inquiringly at 
Angie. 

" Me 1 Oh, no," answered Angie, slightly turning 
her head. " I'd rather not dance any more." Then, 
wiping away the few tears she had shed, and smother- 
ing the many that were unwept, she ventured to 
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approach her father, and say, " I am tired, papa. I 
want to go home." 

"Eh bien, ma ch^re, I am ver' content," responded 
the ever complacent little FrcDchman. *' We shall go 
home. You 'ave dance much. I have some fatigue 
also, ~ and dat small Jehu dat is waiting to drive the 
equipage, — I 'ave pity for that gargon. He will be 
sleeping on some chair. I shall go this minute to find 
him. Yes, yes, ma ch^re, it is ver* good resolve ; we 
shall go home." 

The pleasure-loving little Frenchman lingered one 
moment, however, at the fire— just long enough to re- 
plenish his glass, and while pledging his entertainer to 
give Angle the chance she desired, to slip away with 
only a hasty good night to Captain Josselyn. 

The captain loitered some time in the entry-way, 
with the intention of escorting her to the equipage, 
which was not long in making its appearance. But 
any girl who knows how to win attention, knows how 
to evade it at will. So Angle contrived to rim down 
stairs at a moment when his back was turned, and by 
the time he was again on the look-out, the tall carryall 
was swinging away from the door. 

" Ah, Miss Angle, you leave us early !" were Stein's 
parting words, as he, always on hand, put up the steps, 
and closed the door of the carriage, " You carry all 
before you while you stay, but you don't forget the old 
adage, that folks must get all their beauty-sleep on the 
early side o' midnight. The rule is a good rule for 
most folks, but in your case it works to a charm, I 
must say." 

Angle had no spirit for responding to Stein's com- 
pliments. She was only too glad to lean back in the 
carriage and be left to her own thoughts. Still, as 
the vehicle wheeled round the corner, and took the 
cross-road, its passengers could scarcely escape a full 
view of the ball-room, visible through its long line of 
windows. An^e gave one look, and, — O strange con- 
Q - 
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trariety of human nature . — ^in spite of all she bad 
felt and suffered that night, owing partly, perhaps, to 
this very circumstance, she experienced a sudden 
thrill of mortification and chagrin as she caught sight 
of the gallant captain standing up in a country-dance 
that was just forming, courtly, self-possessed, hand- 
some as ever, and apparently engrossed by the charms 
of Polly Stein. 

Whether Polly had sought him or he her, how long 
they danced together, and what time the ball broke 
up, are matters with which we have nothing to do. 
The belle of the ball has gone home, and we have no 
motive for outstaying her. 



CHAPTER VIIL 

TUBNING THE TABLES. 

Beware of quick tempera and hot blood, whispers 
Prudence, and it is a wholesome warning ; for fire, in 
all its forms, is a mad element, and needs control 
But beware of heart-burnings, is the voice of a deeper 
wisdom yet; for the former are to the latter what 
surface flame is to central fire. The one often evapo- 
rates in smoke, the other may thunder in the earth- 
quake or the volcano. 

Hot-headed men are suspicious, quarrelsome, dan- 
gerous. But there is no nature on earth so stem and 
desperate as that, which, naturally confiding, and slow 
to believe in wrong, becomes at last convinced of mis- 
placed trust and deadly injury. Shallow natures, like 
soft metals, are prone to quick but evanescent heata. 
Strong souls, like iron ore, can only be fired by many 
elements of combustion, long combined ; but when they 
are once aglow, they are streams of fire that course in 
deep channels and take bard fornus, Thus mouldied by 
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£Bite or fortune, they are ready instruments for stern 
work or for desperate ventures. 

Men do not understand this, or if they acknowledge 
it as a £ftct, they do not recognise it in individual 
instances. Popular prejudice has always favoured the 
theory that quick tempers result from intense sensi- 
bility, and consequently, while a roan's angry outbreaks 
are a subject of dread, his warm heart is equally the 
theme of eulogium. But is this theory true ? That 
there is a correspondence between the heart and the 
head there can be no doubt. But is it the deepest 
feelings, the tenderest hearts, the master powers that 
vent themselves in extravagant demonstrations, either 
of love, of threatening, or of wrath ? Fickle pre- 
ferences, short-lived hate, feeble purposes, explode 
like gunpowder, and may be known by the flash ; but 
great hearts nourish secret fires, and only those who 
explore deep feel the heat. Thus genius smoulders 
for years while the kindling process goes on, and 
resolutions ripen by imperceptible shades of growth, 
and unexpressed love is constant as the sun, and 
hate becomes a tyrant. 

Then when some great deed is done, the household, 
the community, the nation wonder : they had not 
traced the process; how could they anticipate the 
result ? 

Had the purblind people at Stein's Plains been 
asked who among them would be least likely to be 
guilty of a violent, an unnatural, or a desperate act, 
they would, perhaps, have been unanimous in naming 
George Rawle. What ! Geordie 1 The patient, un- 
selfish, even-tempered Geordie? Idle he might be, 
thoughtless, unthrifty, — on the down-hill of dissi- 
pation, some might add, — but capable of sudden^ 
fearful, reckless resolve and deed, — O, no I neyer. 

But, because George had borne miich, was it certain 
that he would bear everything ? Because bis heart 
was by nature true Bsid trustful, was it leas likely to 
^ o3 
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be envenomed by £siithlessness or injustice ? Because 
he had vacillated long, was it inconceivable that he 
should some day make up his mind 1 And when the 
recoil came, when he was maddened, when he was 
resolved, would the result be nothing more than a 
noisy explosion ? Would it not be the turning-point 
in a lifetime ? 

Perhaps the possibility of all this first flashed upon 
Angie's mind on the night of the ball. Perhaps, long 
and well as she had known George Kawlc, she had 
never realized the manhood there was in him until 
she saw it defied by another than herselfl Only in 
the light of others* contempt did she begin to appreciate 
the native forces thus trodden under foot, and to dread 
their rebound. 

Anxiety for George, "however, was not the only 
emotion that sent Angie home from the ball early and 
dissatisfied. The sudden influx of womanly fear, 
which took possession of her at his abrupt departure, 
had brought her nervous excitement to a climax, and 
reduced her to the weakness of tears ; but a vague 
sense of anger, morti6cation, disappointment, and 
finally jealousy, all combined to chafe, irritate, and 
oppress her. Yery tired she professed to be, and so 
went at once to bed. For Angie to plead fatigue after 
a few hours' dancing was a mere pretence, and yet it 
may be doubted whether truth itself could have found 
a better expression for her state of mind. She was 
tired of herself, with whom she had been so well 
satisfied at the commencement of the evening ; tired . 
of everybody whom she had been disposed to like ; 
tired of everything from which she had anticipated 
pleasure. To get away from the ball, reach home, 
escape her father's prattle, turn the key of her door 
upon old Happy, and thus, in a figurative sense, upon 
the whole world, — that waa sufficient satisfaction and 
relief for the present. 

Exhausted by p^iinful egi:citement, and expriengiqg 
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tbat leaotion which aknost amoants to apathy, she 
meohanioally took off her finery — her last lively 
emotion for the night evincing itself in the little out- 
burst of vexation with which she tossed lace, flowers, 
and muslin into a heap, and thrust them into a bureau 
drawer. It was altogether too cold in her room for 
any time to be wasted in listlessness or meditation, 
and the frosty weather having driven her to bed, 
nature and habit soon put her to sleep. 

Either a night's rest or the influence of daylight 
exerted a happy effect, for morning found her with 
her accustomed life and energy restored ; and if her 
spirits were still depressed, there was nothing in her 
looks or movements to contradict a frequent assertion 
of the neighbours that Angie Cousin was ^* a smart 
little pieca" She was up as early as usual, and more 
than commonly active in her daily round of employ- 
ments. It is true that, as she peered diligently into 
the corners of the sitting-room in search of dust, her 
brow was more contracted and anxious than the 
occasion seemed to warrant ; there was a thoughtful 
pensiveness in the manner with which, before washing 
the breakfast things, she stirred the hot dish-water 
with her little mop, and there was a most unlucky 
vehemence in the way in which she dashed the teapot 
against the closet shelf, and broke the nose ofL 
Similar fluctuations of temper attended her through 
the morning. Now she stood at the window, gazing 
down the road as if she were expecting some one ; 
then walked to the fireplace, and seemed to find 
interest and excitement in heaping on wood and 
stirring up a great blaze ; then paused before a mirror, 
and surveyed her own features, without observing 
their dull and vacant expression. But the day was 
passing heavily. Angle's active duties wei*o accom- 
plished, and she could not compose herself to any 
sedentary occupation. It was dreary out of doors, 
the sky gray, the weather cold and raw, and a snow- 
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stonn tlireatening. Mr. Cousm was pottering about 
at the bam in his queer French fashion, and Angie 
experienced an unusual sense of loneliness and deser- 
tion. None of the girls would come to see her and 
talk over the ball on such a dismal day, and she 
shouldn't want their company if they did come. At 
another time she could have put on her hood and run 
down, as was often her habit, to sit an hour with Mrs. 
Rawle, George's mother. The distance was not great. 
She was, even now, watching the smoke of the cottage 
chimney, and thinking how neighbourly it looked. 
But to-day she would not go there for the world. 
Geordie might be at home, and if not, Mrs. Eawle 
would talk about nothing but him. How angry he 
had gone off ! — and no wonder ! That wicked old 
uncle of his ! how he had lied about the poor fellow ! 
She wished — she wished— oh, she couldn't think of 
any punishment bad enough to wish that old man ! 
But then Geordie himself had behaved very badly, 
coming in looking so rowdy, and with that horrid 
horse-jockey waiting outside ; and then treating her 
80 rudely as he did, and insulting the captain ! Yes 
— Geordie had suffered great injustice, and it was a 
shame ! — an awful shame ! (and here again she put in 
a parenthesis of hatred to Baultie) ; but then he owed 
her an apology, and the captain, too ; and she would 
have him to know that he must treat her and her 
friends with respect, or she would have nothing to do 
*with him. She would give anything to see him, 
though, if it were only for five minutes ! Where was 
he 1 she wondered, and in what company 1 Could 
any part of what old Baultie said be true ? and if so, 
what disgrace Geordie was bringing upon himself and 
her ! He had caused her anxiety and mortification 
enough already. What must the captain have thought 
at seeing such an outlaw and disturber of the peace 
on terms of intimacy with her ? Of course such a 
gentleman as the captain must have been disgusted. 



TURNING THE TABLES. 87 

He was going away in a day or two. She wondered 
if ske should have a chance to set herself right in his 
eyes ? She hoped so. What would he be likely to be 
doing to-day ? Perhaps, — and here she felt just such a 
sharp twinge as she had experienced the night before, — 
perhaps he and Polly Stein were cracking and eating 
nuts together by the kitchen fire at the tavern. She 
had heard Polly boast of their enjoying themselves in 
that way every day after dinner. She didn't more 
than half believe it though, — she wouldn't. * 

With this spasmodic resolve to be incredulous of 
everything disagreeable, she raised her eyes from a 
little spot on the rag carpet, upon which they had 
been fixed while she meditated, and looking restlessly 
out of the window, she saw— could it be 1 or was she 
blinded by the snow-flakes which were now filling 
the air f — and she looked more intently ; yes, — and 
she gave a nervous start, — it was the captain, and 
somebody following him — ^a boy ! — Stein's stable-boy 
•-— and bringing with him the guitar-case. 

" And here I am with this old print on," she said to 
herself, retreating from the window, " and a coloured 
neckerchief, and a hole in my shoe 1 " Let it be men- 
tioned, in connexion with this last circumstance, that 
Angie was not slovenly — she was naturally the pink 
of neatness — but they were so poor, and she had but 
one other pair, and the only way to save them was to 
wear the old ones at home. 

" O Happy ! " she exclaimed, in something half- 
way between a whisper and a shout, as she fled up the 
narrow stairs that led from the kitchen to her little 
bed-room," " Captain Josselyn is coming ! Ask him in 
to the sitting-room 1 Put on another stick of wood ! 
ril be down in a minute 1 *' 

Every woman, almost every woman, knows what 
8uch ft minute is, — a period of hurry, agitation, and 
intense activity, longer or shorter, according to the 
ei^bility of Uie individual Angie beings as we have 
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said, a ''smart little piece," reappeared in an in- 
credibly brief space of time, looking, in her dark 
bombaasette dress and broad white frill, almost as 
pretty as she did at the ball. Mr. Cousin coming 
from the barn, had met the captain at the door, and 
accompanied him in, so the delay on her part was of 
no consequence. Already the courtly little French- 
man, gratified at the prospect of a guest and his 
revenge at piquet, had made the captain quite at 
home. The latter paid his compliments to Angie 
with as much easy grace as if nothing unpleasant had 
ooourred the previous evening. Indeed, he seemed to 
have forgotten every circumstance of that occasion 
except his own delight in her society ; and the only 
reference he made to the interruption of that enjoy- 
ment was, when he saw her give a glance at the 
guitar. He had taken the instrument from its case, 
which was slightly wet with the snow, and had laid 
it on a chair. 

** You see I am persevering. Miss Angie," he said. 
** I have come to finish my song." 

Angie blushed, thanked him, and felt herself in a 
little flutter of pleasurable excitement. The con- 
descension of the captain, and the surprise of his 
visit, were such antidotes to the vexation and chagrin 
she had been suffering through the long, dull day ! 
They all sat and chatted a while by the fireside, or 
rather Captain Josselyn and Mr. Cousin kept up an 
animated conversation ; the captain proving equally 
entertaining to both his listeners -^ pleasing and 
flattering the old gentleman by deferring to his 
opinions, and making apt use of French phrases, 
and paying court to Angie by a tender devotion of 
manner and glances of most unequivocal admiration. 
The latter, however, were so confident and presum- 
ing that Angie, despite a sense of elation at the 
conquest she had achieved, looked first to the right, 
then to the left, and frequently took shelter beneath 
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her long eyelashes, in the endeavour to avoid those 
piercing eyes which, as the twilight wrapped every- 
thing else in shadow, seemed to gain proportionately 
in their fixedness and intensity, and as they reflected 
the fire-glow, took a vivid topaz colour, like crystal 
goblets of wine. Angie was an inexperienced, not a 
brazen coquette, and had scarcely mettle enough to 
resist this military lover with the intoxicating eyes. 
So, restless and embaiTassed, she was glad when Mr. 
Cousin called for a candle, and challenged his visitor 
to their game of piquet This also gave her an 
opportunity to make some housewifely preparations 
for tea, which she did with native quickness and tact, 
moving about with that daintiness with which a girl 
moves when she is suspicious that a lover is watching 
her. Happy, who needed no hint from her mistress, 
or rather who was mistress herself in her own depart- 
ment, was already preparing to fry some doughnuts ; 
and any practised ear could distinguish, from the 
sitting-room, the sizzling of the lard over the kitchen 
fire. 

Angle got out the best table-cloth from an old- 
fashioned press, but postponed spreading it on the 
table until Happy should bring in tea, because there 
was a very large dam in the worn damask, which she 
depended upon covering with the tray. Then she 
went to the cupboard and took down from an upper 
shelf her stock of plate ; a few little silver teaspoons 
— three — ^how fortunate that there were just three ! 
The gilt-edged cups and saucers, too — ^there was a 
sufficient number of them left imbroken. The gilt 
was nearly rubbed off^, to be sure, but then they 
showed what they had once been, and in their present 
state they matched all the better with the white 
crockery dishes and plates ; but, O, mischief and 
agony ! the teapot ! the broken-nosed teapot ! and it 
was their only one — what should she do ? 

But before she could think further on the matter 
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she heard a sound which betokened still greater mis- 
chief and agonj. It was well she stood within the 
closet door, out of sight of their -visitor, otherwise he 
might have wondered at the agitation she manifested. 
Somebody had lifted the kitchen latch, that was all. 
Tes, but Angie could not be mistaken as to who it 
was that had lifted the latch with just that click. 
She listened breathlessly, teapot in hand ; then de- 
tected precisely the sound she had expected to hear 
next 1-— a footstep, — Geordie's. Oh, how unlucky ! 

But she was a girl of good courage, especially in 
emergencies. By the time she had deliberately set 
down the teapot, and slowly withdrawn her hand 
from it, she had resolved what to do. She would con- 
front him at once, treat him coolly, and dismiss him, 
if she could, ignorant of the captain's visit. It would 
never do to let them meet under such circumstances. 
She was sui*prised that just now George should want 
to put himself in her way ! Inconsistent girl ! Only 
that morning she had felt l^at she would give all the 
world to see him for five minutes. Perhaps it was 
some excuse for her unreasonableness that she so 
dreaded another collision between the youug men 
^'Any how,'' was her conclusion, as she slid out of. 
the sitting-room, ** I must get rid of him to-night, if I 
have to run to the ends of the earth to make it up 
with him to-morrow ! " 

Ah, Angie, to-morrow ! Whereas, you know not 
what will be on the morrow ! 

George was standing with his arms resting upon the 
high kitchen mantelpiece, and his head so bent over 
on his hands that he seemed to be watching Happy's 
doughnuts in the process of frying. 

Aogie thought ho would, as usual, approach her 
humbly, with that pleading look of his — but, no; 
he did not even turn round when she entered the 
kitchen. So she walked up^ with a hesitating step^ and 
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stood beside him. Then he looked at her, but onlj 
as if to assure himself that it was she, for he did not 
spenk, and the next instant he was staring into the 
fire again. 

Angie took a fork and turned the doughnuts one hj 
oue. George watched her as she did it. 

" You're wet," she said, at length. 

He looked down at the steam that was evaporating 
from his damp clothes, but otherwise took no notice 
of the remark. 

" Your doughnuts are burning, Happy," were the 
next words spoken. 

" So they be. Miss Angie l" exclaimed the old negro 
woman, who had been busy moulding dough, with her 
back to the fire; and, pouncing upon them, she 
carried them ofiP, frying-pan and all, to the pantry, 
and (trust a negro's shrewdness for that), took care not 
to come back again. 

The clattering of Happy's rolling-pin and the 
hissing of the hot fat thus suddenly subsiding, the 
kitchen seemed fearfidly still to Angie, who was 
getting nervous and impatient. 

A deep sigh from George first broke the stillness, 
and was at once succeeded by the petulant exclama- 
tion, " What makes you stand there so, Geordie ? 
You worry me to death l" 

At this he removed his arms from the mantel-piece, 
raised his head, and fixed his eyes full and steadily 
upon her. Such presumption in her shy lover would 
have amazed her, but for a something in bis gaze 
which she, standing as she did then and there, could 
not quite appropriate to herself. The look did not seem 
to be meant for her, — at least not for her ordinary selfl 
It was as if, passing beyond, behind, within her, it com- 
prehended all the past, summed up a life's experience, 
and gauged its value. She felt this even before he 
spoke, but the impression was confirmed when he said, 
like a man soliloquizing, '^ I have known you a great 
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many years, An|[»ie. How much I have thought of 
you ! hayen't I V 

Before she could answer, his eyes were turned away 
from her, and were wandering round the room. " I 
have had a great many good times in this kitchen," he 
said, meditatively, and still as if speaking to himself. 
Probably the old wooden settle by the fireside, the 
dock ticking in one corner, the polished warming-pan, 
which was such a capital thing for popping corn, the 
worn turkey- wing, which served for a hearth-brush, 
the old cat rubbing her head against his leg, — all were 
reminiscences of these good times ; for he looked from 
one to another with as much earnestness as if he were 
taking an inventory, and finally stooped down and 
stroked the cat's back. 

Angie was perplexed by his conduct. He seemed 
so independent of her presence that she almost felt 
herself a supernumerary. 

" Where's your father V be abruptly asked, glancing 
at the chair by the window in which Mr. Cousin was 
in the habit of sitting. 

Here was trouble. Angie stammered a little as she 
answered, " He's — ^he's busy — just now." Her reply 
was apparently a matter of indifference to the young 
man, for his only comment was, " I saw his snuff-box 
there, — it made me think of him, — that's all." The 
snuff-box was on the window-sill. G«orge walked to 
the window, and handling the box as if it were a 
talismanic medium of thought, looked out at the 
night. The storm was gathering, and the wind, as it 
whistled past, rattled the window-sash, and caused the 
lamp on the table to flicker. Angie, standing by the 
fire, shivered. What is he looking at ? What can he be 
thinking of 1 Why doesn't he speak 1 Why doesn't 
he go ? These were the mental queries that agitated 
her; and the only answer, for a space that seemed 
interminable, was the sighing of the wind. 

At last, when he turned, it was to walk straight up 
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to her, lay his hand on her head, and gently smooth 
her hair, — a thing he had not dared to do before 
since the days when she was first old enough to put 
it up with a comb. 

This audacity — evidently unconscious on his part — 
awed her. All the nonsense, all the coquetry, all the 
false pride of the girl, were subdued on the instant. 
She submitted to the caress with as much docility as 
if she had been an infant 

He only passed his hand over her hair once or 
twice, in much the same dreamy way that he had 
stroked the fur of the cat. '' Angle,'' he said, almost 
unintelligibly, — and she looked up, fearing he was 
choking, but making a great effort^ he went on with a 
firm voice, and she listened breathlessly, — "Angle, 
that old man lied last night. I want you to remember 
that. It may come true, — God knows ! — but it was a 
lie then ; don't forget what I tell you, or think any 
worae of me than you can help. A man may be 
driven on to the rocks and shipwrecked, but it ain't as 
if he went of his own accord. I know I'm a poor dog, 
and have had my day 1" 

Angle trembled, and made an effort to interrupt him, 
but he did not notice her, and went on. It seemed as 
if he had braced himself up to a certain point, and no- 
thing could stop him now. 

" Turn a dog out of doors, set every tormenting 
thing on him, abuse him till he can't stand it, and 
never call him back with a kind word, and I tell you 
he'll go mad and bite or run away ; but he was an 
honest dog once, — mind that, — and loved his friends, 
and would have died for 'em. No matter what be- 
comes of him now — it's all over. There," he added, 
drawing a long breath, "you're free to go back to 
Aiw," — and he pointed to the door leading to the little 
sitting-room. "He's a stranger, but I daresay he's 
enough sight better fellow than I am. I hope so, any 
way." 
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Toaohed and grieved by his appeal to her sym- 
pathies, Angie had been ready to burst into tears, comfort 
him, and entreat his forgiveness; but conscience- 
stricken at his last words^ as well as mortified at his 
knowledge of a rival's presence in the next room, she 
oould only follow the direction of his eyes with a con- 
fused medley of sensations and a shame^stced counte- 
nance. Even in his depth of contrition and self-aban- 
donment, he was getting the mastery of her. 

And so it was that she, the defiant, high-spirited 
coquette, who had kept him in fetters now fourteen 
years, offered no resistance, but stood still as a statue, 
while he first dismissed, and then — O, unthought of 
presumption ! — bent down and kissed her. Since she 
first took womanly airs, and forbade him the liberty, 
he had never presumed on such an offence. Even on 
occasion of a country romp, or a game at forfeits, he 
had only half-taken advantage of his opportunities, 
yet now he pressed his lips to hers without apology and 
without rebuke. 

I say now, — and yet it did not seem as if the kiss 
had much to do with the now of their lives ; it was 
more like a seal set upon all the past love and friend- 
ship there had been between them. It was a long 
kiss — giving time for his eyes to look full into hers, 
and daguerreotype her image on his heart. There was 
no rapture in it, and no pain. It asked for no re- 
sponse, any more than if she were dead. It was a 
benediction merely, and a farewell. 

" Now go ?' he said. The words were addressed to 
her, and were peremptory. But she never stirred, 
though he turned, and was gone out of the house in an 
instant. 

She was like one petrified. Not until the last echo 
of his step, and of the house door, which he banged 
afber him, had died away, did she move from the spot 
where he had left her. Then she ran to the door, 
opened it and looked out; but only to retreat before c^ 
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heavy gast of wind which sent the snow whirling in 
her face and seemed to mock her. As she re-entered 
the kitchen she stumbled over the guitar-oase, which 
stood in the comer. Perhaps George had stumbled 
over it too on his entrance. At all events, here was 
the traitor that had betrajed the captain's visit. 

By this time Happy, as prompt on a slight hint to 
reoccupy as she had been to evacuate her premises, had 
resumed her sway at the kitchen fire, and was bustling 
about, to atone for the interruption to her labours. 
"One spark to time's 'bout enough for we !" she 
muttered. The doughnuts had soaked fat, and old 
Hap was cross. On such occasions there was nothing 
for it but to submit to her dictation, at least when, as 
now, Angle had no heart for coaxing her into good 
humour. So she obeyed the old negress's directions 
like an automaton, and helped her " hurry up tea." But 
the elasticity was all gone out of Angle. She was no 
longer the blithe little coquette, the conscious beauty, 
the dainty housewife. So far from finding it hard to 
avoid the captain's eye, i^he did not even know whether 
he looked at her. With her own hands she spread the 
table-cloth so as to bring the great darn directly in 
front of their visitor's plate, she gave him the horn 
spoon out of the sugar-bowl, and brandished her 
broken-nosed teapot with a vacant air. 

The tea hour seemed interminable. The songs 
afterwards had no music for her, and she forgot to 
thank the singer. Her father accused her of being 
" ver' tired after de ball," and Captain Josselyn must 
have found her society less inspiring than usual, for 
he yawned more than once. 

Mr. Cousin had already been allowed to avenge his 
ill luck at piquet, and as the parties had played inno« 
cently (that is, without the excitement of gambling, 
for the old Frenchman had declined playing for money^ 
neither cared to resume the game. 

Fortunately, Stein's stable-boy 0B,me early for the 
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guitar, and the &ct that the storm was increasing fur- 
nished an excuse for the captain, at the same time, to 
bid them a hasty good*night, and avail himself of the 
boy's guidance ba^ to the tavern, which was the more 
desirable, as the lad, who himself resembled a moving 
snowdrift, declared that the road was already covered 
with several inches' depth of snow. 



CHAPTER IX. 

SHBIFT AND ABSOLUTION. 

Margery Bawle stood leaning over the back of a 
chair at her kitchen window, and gazed anxiously, 
through her spectacles, down the road. " O, there he 
comes 1" she said to herself at last, and drew a sigh of 
relief, this sigh of relief being as near to an indication 
of joy as poor Margery ever attained, and the best 
approachto a welcome which George could consequently 
anticipate. Her reception of him not being of so 
cheeri^l a nature as to call for much response, it was 
not strange that the '^ dearie me \" with which she met 
him, and a disparaging remark about the weather, as 
she watched him beat the snow off his feet, were only 
replied to on George's part by the words, "Yes, a great 
storm f and that then the mother subsided into a 
knitting-machine, and the son sat down in silence by 
the fire. 

George loved his mother better than anyone in the 
world except Angie ; and he was the sun and centre of 
her life's orbit ; but there was very little demonstra- 
tion of affection between them. He always treated 
her with respect, and when about home, performed for 
her all those offices which demanded strength or in- 
volved exposure ; and she spent the greater part of her 
time and thoughts in motherly carea fo^ h^ comfort ; 
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Lut as to any more sentimental indication of their 
relationship it was unthought of, and iinmissed on 
eitlier side. 

Not, on the other hand, were they guilty of mutual 
reproaches and recriminations. Margery viewed 
George's long absences from home, his neglect of the 
farm, and his general want of prosperity, as so many 
features of that ill-luck which had attended her from 
childhood, and forbearing anything like accusation or 
censure, she suffered all her regrets and all her fears to 
take the form of gentle moanings, self-pitying ejacu- 
lations, and suppressed groans, compared to which 
her sigh of relief was positively cheerful and exhila- 
rating. 

George was so accustomed to this chronic depression 
of spiiits, which had characterized his mother ever 
since his earliest recollection, that he never dreamed of 
expostulating against it, or inquiring into its cause. 
Its hopelessness served, no doubt, to rob him of that 
impetus to exertion which his home might otherwise 
have afforded. Still it would little have become him 
to complain of any symptoms of a distress which he 
was doing nothing to alleviate. 

So, deep and sincere as was their love for each 
other, there was a certain want of sympathy and con- 
fidence between them which gave an air of restraint to 
their most familiar intercourse. 

He sat and watched her fingers awhile as they plied 
the knitting-needles, now and then stealing glances at 
her face ; but finding that he was continually catching 
her eye, as it turned anxiously upon him, he rose 
hastily and went out. 

He soon returned, bringing with him an armful of 
wood, and continued to go and come until he had filled 
the kitchen wood-box and built up a little wood-pile in 
the adjoining pantry. His mother had risen at the 
Fame time to prepare tea, and thus they passed and 
repassed each other, both active in the fulfilmept of 
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household tasks. Then came a lull in-doors. Margery 
stood watching the teakettle, which refused to boil ; 
George was plying his hatchet in the shed outside. At 
last, when everything was ready for supi>er, and George 
still kept at work, the old woman was obliged to go to 
the shed door and call him. ^' Come, George,'' she 
said, " the toast is coolin', and I've put the tea to steep. 
Come ! have a dish o' tea — if s so restin'." 

George looked up at the sound of her voice, and 
stood leaning on his hatchet. 
"Tea ready, mother T 

" Yes 1 and there's no need to be choppin' any more 
wood. I'm purty well on'fc for kindlin's." 

" Better to have enough," murmured George, as he 
came in, hung his cap on a nail, and sat down at tlie 
table. 

It was a brief meal. George had no appetite, and 
Margery's emaciated frame never seemed to require 
more nourishment than a bird's. George gulped down 
his tea, and resuming his cap, went out again. Mar- 
gery did not miss him until she had put everything to 
rights in her department Then the flashing of his 
lantern outside the window attracted her notice. 

" Law's sakes !" she ejaculated, " if that 'ere boy 
ain't a shovellin' out paths this time o' night, and 
'fore the storm's half over. Why, what possesses you, 
George ?" she cried, opening the house door just enough 
to thrust her head out, and speaking in a shrill, cracked 
tone, " the snow'll all be driven in agin 'fore mornin'. 
What's the user 

" I've only been clearing a great heap away from the 
door," answered George, " and opening a track out to 
the road. I shall be through in a few minutes. Don't 
stand there, mother, you'll catch cold." 

The widow retreated from the doorway, but hovered 
round the window until her son came in, heated and 
wet, when she renewed her remonstrances. 

" It'll drift in some more, I daresay," replied the 
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young man, " but what I've done to-night *11 make an 
easier job for somebody in the morning. I don't like 
the idea of the house's getting banked up." 

He Efdw sat down quietly for a while by the fireside, 
but either he was uncommonly restless or oppressed 
with nervous apprehensions, for he soon started up 
abruptly, and saying, " It'll be bad getting to the well 
in the morning. I think I'll draw a few buckets of 
water to-night," he once more sallied out for the fulfil- 
ment of this task. And even when this, atid one or 
two similar employments were exhausted, he could not 
settle into his wonted composure. Three several times 
he ascended to his little bedroom above stairs, and was 
absent some minutes — these excursions being rendered 
more observable from the necessity he was under of 
each time lighting a lamp j a process which, in this 
comparatively primitive age, involved the selection of 
a red-hot coal, th6 elevation of it between the tongs, 
and the application of a puff of breath at the same 
instant that it was brought into collision with the 
lamp-wick. • 

"Seems to me you've got great works goin' on 
overhead," said Margery, peering at him over her 
spectacles as he blew his lamp out for the third time, 
and set it on the mantelpiece. 

He made no reply, but took a seat astride a chair, 
his face towards the back of it, his chin just resting 
on the upper bar. It was now nearly the widow's 
bedtime, and George followed her with his eye while 
she raked up the coals, closed the window shutters, 
put the dust-brush and house-broom, which had been 
used about the hearth, into the oven as a precaution 
against their setting anything on fire, and made other 
little preparations for retiring to her bed-room, which 
adjoined the kitchen. 

" Mother !" said he, at length, as he saw that sho 
was really going. 

S)ie stopped short and looked at him. 
h2 
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"Mother— I— I " 

"Why, what's the matter, George 1" said she, 
anxiously, for there was an unnatural hesitancy in his 
voice which alarmed her. "Don't you feel well? 
What's the matter V 

" O, yes, I'm all right ; but I — I was thinking — 
mother, I've never been much comfort to you, have 

ir 

" All IVe had since your father died. But it's a 
poor world — there ain't much comfort in it, after all," 
and the widow ended with an " O dear !" and her ac- 
customed sigh. 

" Perhaps I might have been more to you, mother," 
said George, meditatively. " I suppose I might ; but 
as it is, I doubt whether you wouldn't have been 
better off if I'd never been born. I've been more 
plague than profit." 

" Mothers don't reckon that way, George, nor it ain't 
like yon neither to be so down at the heeL I'm afraid 
you've caught cold. Hadn't I better bile the kettle, 
and make you son^ ginger-tea V* 

" O, no," replied George, with a forced laugh at tlie 
suggestion ; " I'm well enough. It's bedtime, is it ]" 
He rose to once more light his lamp, and as the fire 
was raked up, he applied the wick to that of the 
lighted candle which his mother held, but his usually 
steady hand shook so that his efforts were unsuccess- 
ful. 

" Why, George," remarked his mother, " you've got 
an agur fit on you. You're as bad as the dominie's 
wife when she first had the shakin' palsy. I do believe 
you're goin' to be took sick, this awful night, too — 
dearie me !" and she groaned outright. 

Again George had recoui-se to the mock laugh, at 
the same time supporting both lamps on the table, 
and with his back turned to his mother, making 
another and more successful experiment with them. 

" Don't you be worried, mother," said he. " Don't 
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you worry about me ever, let what will come — promise 
me that.'* 

He spoke the last words so earnestly that, although 
his face was turned from her, she scanned his figure 
inquiringly as she answered, — 

" Law, George, it's no use makin' such promises as 
that. It's in the natur^ o' mothers to be always a 
worryin' about their chil'en." 

" Then they're better off without 'em," said George, 
*' just as I said. If I was out of the way now, and 
you could only forget you ever had a son, why, it 
would be the best thing that could happen to you, 
wouldn't it 1" 

" O, if we were all dead and gone, there'd be an end 
to our troubles," said Margery, despairingly. " I some- 
times wish we were, for my part." 

'^ It seems as if things couldn't be much worse than 
they are," was George's comment on this wholesale 
outburst. " That's the only comfort I have in looking 

ahead. But, somehow, I — I " and here George 

stammered badly. , 

'• You what, George 1" 

" Why, I feel as if I should like, before I go any 
further, to make a clean breast of the past. Mother," 
— and the quivering of his voice was even more per- 
ceptible than the shaking of his hand had been a mo- 
ment before, — "I've been a poor, good-for-nothing 
fellow, and everybody's turned against me. I've treated 
you worse than the ' rest because you had more claim 
on me ; but you — you've always been a — a — mother 
to me." 

'* Of course I have, Geordie," said she ; " other folks 
may be what they please, but mothers are mothers to 
their dyin' day." 

" I know," responded George, his words half-choking 
him ; " and that's why, when I don't care for the rest, 
I do care for you. Let them say what they will — and 
I'll warrant it'll be the worst. You wont say much, 
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but you'll think all the more^ and I want you to think 
the best you can, and hope the best you can, in spite 
of anybody." 

" Of course I will, George," said she ; " haven't I 
always T 

"Yes; but let the worst come to the worst, you 
must believe that I stood it as long as I could, and 
fought even after they had me down." 

There was anger in his voice and fire in his eye as 
he finished speaking. 

" Who had you down 1" cried Margery, in a fresh 
alarm ; " why, George, have you been fightin' ?" 

" No, O, no," he replied, recollecting himself, and 
instantly moderating his tone. " I didn't mean any- 
thing. I was only thinking how I'd struggled against 
all sorts of injuries, and didn't know as I should hold 
out for ever. Folks have been too hard on me, mother. 
My uncle Baultie is my greatest enemy. It's he that 
has pushed me on to destruction. That old man and 
I have got to come to a reckoning yet. I don't know 
how it '11 go between us ; but he'll have the worst of 
it if he gets his dues," — and, anger once more gaining 
the mastery of George, he set his teeth tight^ and his 
usually mild eyes glittered with excitement. 

Margery was frightened. " O George," she cried, in 
a deprecatory tone, " don't you fly in the face of your 
uncle Baultie ! He's a hard man — hard as a flint. If 
you run against his 8hai*p corners it'll be you that'll 
get the worst on't. Take my advice, George, and be 
careful for the future, when you're riled, not to put 
yourself in his way." 

It was difficult to judge what eflect this expostula- 
tion had upon George. He seemed resolved to subdue, 
or at least hide his passion ; but as the expression of 
wrath subsided on his face it was succeeded by one of 
stem determination, which steeled his features when 
he next spoke, Hiough his tone was sad rather than 
vindictive. 
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^ We wont say anything about the future," was his 
answer ; " that's all a big secret — the future is, mother. 
It's only about the past I have one word more to add. 
I've been a poor sort of a son, that's a fact, and there's 
no denying it. I have never done anything for your 

comfort or happiness ; but — ^but " and here his 

features softened, and he looked tenderly at her 

" I've always loved you." 

The poor widow only stared. 

" You believe it, don't you V with a pleading smile 
— his boyish smile, which he had never lost. 

" I do, George." 

** And I always shaU love you. Good night !" and 
he started for the door, then stopped, turned, and came 
back to where Margery stood, stupefied and puzzled. 
He came close to her, and studied her face lovingly, 
but did not kiss, caress, or even touch lier. It 
would have been too foreign to their natures and 
the habits in which he had been nurtured. He merely 
took hold of her apron-string and wound it round his 
fingers, as a child would do. "I don't care a bit 
for any harm I've done or mean to do to anybody 
else," said he ; " but if ever I've been a trial to you 
(and I know I have often enough), I — I'm sorry." 

" Law, George," said his mother, " what matter is 
it 1 Folks don't harbour anything against their own 
flesh and blood. You're dreadful down-hearted to- 
night j go to bed." 

" So I will j" and he went as far as the door, opened 
it, then stood a moment outside, with the latch handle 
in his hand. *' It's all right between you and me, 
mother, ain't it 9" said he, looking back as if eager for 
one more assurance. 

" Yes, all right," was the answer — " that is, if you've 
got bed-clothes enough. It's a cold night, and you're 
agurish, you know." 

"Plenty,** was the response — "and — ^well — no 
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matter — I guess it's all right ;" and he slowly closed 
the door after hioi. 

" What's got into the boy T' soliloquized Margery, 
as she set back the chairs and completed her prepara- 
tions for the night ; " I never see him so afore. O 
dear ! It's the tavern mebbe, or bad company, or 
Angie Cousin, perhaps. O Lud ! I wish he'd let her 
alone! Anyways he's awfully down in the mouth, 
and I shan't sleep a -wink to-night." 

But Margery had learned to sleep in spite of trouble. 
She fretted a while, groaned aloud, tried in vain to 
gay her prayers, but fell asleep at last, in spite of the 
Btorm raging wildly withouti and of anxiety and grief 
within. 



CHAPTER X. 

▲ CRIME AND A BIT OF PROOF. 

What is that 1 and Margery started up in her bed, and 
looked wildly round* The wind 1 No. A window- 
shutter banging? Something worse! — and Margery 
sprang out of bed. 

"Who's there?" cried the old woman. "Speak! 
who's there r 

•' Me, if 8 me ! — it's Hannah, — Hannah Rawle ! 
Ox)en the door, Margery ! let me in !" was shrieked 
from without, while the rattling of the ]atch and the 
creaking of the door gave emphasis to the cry. 

Margery's trembling hands fumbled at the bolt, but 
the moment the wooden bar was withdrawn the door, 
which opened inwards, yielded to some heavy pressure, 
and a tall figure, all in white, apparently the very genius 
of the storm, was precipitated full length upon the 
kitchen floor. 
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The cry of " Margery ! Margery !" now gave place 
to that of " George ! George !" whom the mother, 
screaming at the foot of the stairs, thus summoned 
to the scene. But there was no answer. Margery, 
frightened and bewildered, nevertheless closed and 
latched the outer door, bent an instant over the pros- 
trate figure on the hearth, and finding it still motion- 
less, commenced groping her way to her son's attic, 
calling out his name at every step. 

Day was just dawning in the eastern horizon, but the 
house was still dark as night. 

" George ! wake up, for mercy's sake 1" shouted the 
poor woman close to his bed. 

Horrified at getting no reply, she passed her hands 
wildly over the counterpane, which was smooth as 
woman's skill could make it, and over the pillow, 
which no head had pressed that night. 

" Good Lud I what does this mean ? Good Lud ! 
good Lud !" ejaculated the trembling old woman, as 
she tottered down the staircase. 

A heavy groan was escaping from Hannah Eawle as 
Margery re-entered the kitchen. A moment more, and 
nhe had partially revived, had drawn up her limbs, and 
assuming a sitting posture, was rocking herself to and 
fro, making a wailing noise, but as yet uttering nothing 
intelligible. The fact, however, that she had fied through 
the storm in her night-clothes, and was half-dead with 
cold and exhaustion, was intelligible enough and awful 
enough to make further explanation for the moment 
superfluous. Margery, scarcely less horrified and para- 
lysed, had still sufficient strength to wrap a blanket 
around Hannah, and then kneeling in the ashes to 
unrake the fire. There was just life enough left in 
the coals to dififuse a little glimmer of light Margery, 
herself shivering with cold and dread, and watching 
the pitiable object beside whom she crouched, could 
see the working of Hannah Rawle's face, but could not 
comprehend its expression, nor the wild and vehement 
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gestares which she made with one hand while she held 
the other stiff and clinched. 

" O, speak I speak, Hannah ! Can't you speak r 
cried Margery, imploringly, raising her voice to its 
utmost pitch, and gesticulating in her turn, — for 
Hannah was partially dea£ 

Hannah almost rose to her feet in the effort she now 
made to loosen her rigid lips ; then failing in the attempt 
to speak, she gave vent to a fearful shriek, and fell 
heavily to the floor. 

Margery now bethought herself of her cupboard, and 
a little demijohn of West India rum which she kept 
there; and she lost no time in pouring some of the spirit 
into a glass, and putting it to Hannah's lips. The first 
effort to swallow was abortive, but after a second and 
third attempt the moistened jaws relaxed; then the 
scorching liquid found its way down her throat, and its 
effects were soon discernible, for Hannah, as if delivered 
from an iron spell, gasped out eagerly — 

"Where's Greordiel O, my old man! where's 
Geordie ? Call him ! call him, quick !' 

" George is away ; George isn't at home," said Mar- 
gery, placing her mouth close to Hannah's ear, and 
speaking wiUi effort. 

" O, call him ! call him ! perhaps he is ; send him 
to my old man !" persisted Hannah. 

Believed, even in this first tumult of terror, to know 
that her own recent ignorance of George's absence, and 
her vain calls for his aid had been unheeded by Hannaji, 
as she lay stretched in unconsciousness, Margery assured 
her that George was not sleeping at home that night, 
and entreated to know what had happened to Baidtie. 
Was he sick, was he dying, or what was the matter on 
the mountain i 

"Dying? He's dead! fur's I know," shrieked 
Hannah, her eyes glaring wildly, and her fist bran- 
dished in the air. " They've killed him ! they've 
killed him ! they've beaten his brains out I" 
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";Balledliiml Thpy? Who T ejaculated Margery, 
looking round the room in a vague horror, as if she 
heard murder stalking about the house and saw death 
in the air. 

"The robbers 1 the nwirderers 1 the villains ! Send 
help — send help, Margery — send help to my old 
man f' 

" O, who shall I send ?" exdaimed Margery, wringing 
her hands. " George ought to be here," she added, in 
an outburst of agony, — " but he isn't O dear ! O 
dear 1" 

" I must go myself," said Hannah, with desperation ; 
and folding the blanket about her, the resolute old 
woman sprang to her feet, but they failed her, and she 
fell. They were helpless, — they were frozen.. She 
groaned aloud in her despair, but she was a woman of 
a dauntless spirit She had not made her way thus 
far through frosts and snowdrifts for nothing. She 
had sunk at Margery's threshold, in the belief that 
her night's work was done ; but with the fresh necessity 
for action her energy revived. 

" Dress yourself, Margery," she said, with authority. 
" -Let me alone," — ^for Mwgery was crooning over the 
frozen feet, and chafing them with her withered hands. 
" Put on your clothes as quick as you can, and raise 
the neighbours. You can get across the fields to Mr. 
Cousin's; you'll have hard work, but you can do it. 
At any rate, you must try. I can take care of my- 
self, — so, go ! — go !" 

And Margery went. How she got dressed, how she 
waded through the snow, called up the family, gave 
the alarm, and got back to the shelter of her own roof, 
no one who knew her could comprehend. But there 
is a surplus power in everybody, waiting to be called 
out on emergencies, and the feeble old woman, who, 
never in winter time, was wont to crawl beyond her 
own woodshed, accomplished almost without conscious 
effort, the labour from which, on such a night, a strong 
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man would have shrunk. She did not return alone to 
her cottage. Angle accompanied her. They spoke 
only once on the way, and then it was to ask each 
other, with intense earnestness, the same question 
which had been the first on Hannah Bawle's lips, — 
" Where is Geordie T The question was simultaneous. 
So was the reply. It consisted merely of a piteous 
shake of the head, after which, with jaws chattering 
and brains bewildered, the two women fought their 
way in silence through the snow and wind back to the 
kitchen, where the half-frozen fugitive from midnight 
murder still sat crouching in her blanket, muttering 
her lamentations, and gesticulating with her upraised 
hand. 

To kindle a fire, bathe, chafe, and as far as possible 
restore Hannah Bawle's frozen limbs, were the next 
tasks to which Margery and Angle applied themselves. 
Not until the fire sent forth its ruddy blaze, and a 
lamp was lit, did the night wanderer*s real condition 
reveal itsel£ Her flesh was not only stiffened with 
frosty but was scratched, bleeding, and torn. Her 
night-clothes, of homespun flannel, were tattered and 
blood-stained, and her white hair was tangled about 
her face and head. All this might have been the 
natural result of her night journey down the mountain, 
where her path led through swamp, and thicket, and 
where briers and underwood, half-hidden by snow, 
had to be encountered at every step. But this was 
not all. A more fearful spectacle was revealed, and a 
more awful tragedy testified to, by the wounds on her 
hands and wrists, the dislocation of one of her finger 
joints, and a contusion on her face, proving the fact 
which the courageous old woman herself averred, that 
in the struggle which had taken place between her and 
the assassin she had fought like a wild cat. 

"Was there more than oneT asked Angle, who, 
kneeling on the floor beside Hannah, was fastening a 
bandage round one of her bleeding ankles. 
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Hannah did not hear ! " How many were there 1 
how many men 1" reiterated Angie, putting her qnes- 
tion in a new forni, and speaking louder, though in a 
much less steady voice than at first, while Margery, 
who was stirring the fire, held the tongs with a 
trembling hand, and listened for Hannah's reply. 

" How many ? how should I know ? 'Twas dark as 
pitch. There might ha' been two or three, or like 
enough half a dozen on 'em. 'Twas my old man's 
screams an' the shakin' o' the room that fust 'woke 
me. They had Baultie down by that time, and were 
struggling to hold him. I sprang on one of 'em, and 
tried to drag him ofi*. I twisted him round and 
round, and held on with the grip of an old watch-dog ; 
I would never ha' let go on him so long as the breath 
was in me, but he was young and strong, and he shook 
me off. 'Twas then, I think, when they found they'd 
more 'n one to deal with, that they give my poor old 
man a death-stroke, for he'd screamed and called my 
name afore ; but I never caught a sound from the 
corner where he lay arter wards." She seemed to be 
sustained by excitement while she dwelt on the par- 
ticulars of her own struggle with the housebreakers, 
but the few last words, affirming her conviction of her 
husband's murder, were uttered with a shriU, piteous 
accent which ended in a loud wail. 

Margery sank into a chair with an exclamation of 
horror. Angie was silent ; she still knelt beside 
Hannah, but the poor girl's hands refused their office ; 
she almost shrank from the cold limb to which she 
had been ministering j the whole person of the woman 
who had so lately fought hand to hand with death, 
seemed invested with something forbidding and awful. 
For a moment Angie did not venture to touch her, 
or interrupt her prolonged cry. 

She soon interrupted herself, however, with the ab- 
rupt questions, " Have they started ? Have they gone 1 
Have you sent help to my old man 1" Angie repealed 
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an assnraiice already given, that her father and the 
stable-boy were on the alert ; that they were harnessing 
a horse when she left the house ; that before this time 
all the neighbourhood was roused, aud every possible 
effort being made in Baultie Eawle*s behalf 

^^ It's no use," said Hannah, relapsing into her 
hopeless tone. " Let 'em go ; but they'll find him 
dead. Ah, well, — <re can't die but once, and me an* 
my old man 's seen length o' days already. But they 
might ha' let ns go in peace, and not drag folks out 
o' their beds to murder 'em." 

This first utterance of human complaint brought 
Hannah more into sympathy with the weakness of her 
auditors, and gave them the nerve required to exercise 
some authority, or at least persuasion, towards her. 

" Perhaps they haven't quite killed him ! " ventured 
Angle, " we'll trust not" 

" Any ways, Hannah," suggested Margery, " you'll 
catch your death there on the floor. Just get into my 
bed now. You'll be comfortable there, and handy* 
like when they come to fetch you news from up the 
mountain." 

Hannah resisted at first, declaring she would stay 
where she was until she knew the worst. Neither 
would she die ; she would live. Yes, live to see the 
murderers brought to light, and justice done against 
them ; live to bear testimony to the crime, and have 
the rascals brought to the gallows. " See here !" and 
with a triumphant gesture she lifted her left hand, 
hitherto tightly Compressed, and as she raised it aloft 
displayed a portion of some dark object, apparently a 
rag of woollen cloth, over which her half-frozen 
fingers were convulsively clasped. " He thought he'd 
got clear o' me, the rascal ! " she exclaimed with 
revengeful vehemence, "but I'll teach him yet to 
know the meaning of an old woman's grip. He's 
slipped through my fingers once, but he's left behind 
whaVll slip a rope round his neck one o* these days, 
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or my name's not Hannah Bawle. 1*11 hold on to my 
proof till the law holds on to him." 

Margery, awed by Hannah's stern expression of 
purpose, gazed at her in a sort of stupor ; Angie, on 
the contrary, instinctively stretched out her hand, and 
almost snatched at the boasted token of crime. 

" Let go ! " cried Hannah, in the fierce, forbidding 
tone. " Don't touch !" and she covetously hid behind 
her the hand and its prize. 

Angie drew back a step — there was a moment of 
silence — then Margery renewed her whining entreaties 
and expostulations on the subject of her sister-in-law's 
sufferings and exposure should she continue longer m 
her present position on the floor, and this time suc- 
cessfully, though it was evident that Hannah permitted 
herself to be assisted to bed rather with a view to 
Margery's satisfaction than her own. 

Whether her senses were rendered inore than ordi- 
narily acute, or her suspiciotis sharpened by her 
terrible experience, the old woman still kept a jealous 
hold upon her memento of a night of horrors, giving 
Margery a smart repulse when she innocently suggested 
that the cold, damp thing would chill the whole bed, 
and watching Angie with as much distrust as if she 
had been a huge moth worm, whose only purpose in life 
was the acquisition of a woollen rag. 

It was the feverish notion of an excited brain. But 
excited, intensified, maddened as the old woman's 
suspicions might be, they fell short of the truth. For 
on the possession of a rag — that rag-^all the facul- 
ties of Angle's mind and body were concentrated. She 
watched, ^e waited, she listened, she hoped, she 
prayed; prayed that the search on the mountain 
might be long delayed; hoped that Hannah would 
fall asleep meanwhile ; listened to every breath she 
drew ; watched and waited her opportunity. And it 
came. Hannah continued long awake. With staring 
eyes and menacing fist she lay muttermg her lamen- 
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tatioDS and tlireats ; then she slept — ^by snatches onlj 
— still she slept. In those days, and that district, 
ardent spirit was the common, perhaps in a case like 
that of Hannah Rawle, the best restorative ; and the 
Jamaica rum had been too freely applied to produce no 
other effect than that of resuscitating the sufferer. It 
first helped to excite, but afterwards to compose the 
patient. 

There was an east window to the little bed-room, 
and the pale morning light was sufficient for Angle's 
purpose. Margery had crept upstairs, and her step 
could be heard in George*s attic overhead. Hannah 
lay motionless, and her breath came at equal intervals. 
Angle carefully turned down the bed-clothes and 
applied her fingers to the object which the sleeping 
-woman still hugged to her side. Slow, Angle ; steady. 
Ah ! take care ; she stirs I The young girl is warned, 
and withdraws her hand. The old woman starts con- 
vulsively, mutters, and closes her fingers tighter than 
ever over her prize. There is a pause ; then another 
opportunity ; another attempt, which this time pro- 
mises success, but as before, ends in a sudden &ilure. 
Angle retreats almost discouraged ; her chest heaves ; 
there is a rising in her throat which seems to stifle 
her. Still her eye is on the coveted rag ; her ear is 
strained j her attitude keen and watchful There is 
a long interval of silence and suspense. Margery's 
attention continues engrossed above stairs, for she can 
be heard groping about the attic, Hark now ! what 
is Hannah dreaming of ! for she cries out in her sleep, 
and grasps with both hands at an imaginary object in 
the air. It eludes her grasp, and the hands drop 
empty. Quick, Angie I now is your chance ! She is 
unconscious of her loss — a moment more, and she 
may wake and claim the thing you have pounced 
upon. 

But now Angie has it; she has pulled it into shape; 
she has held it up to the light — and it is — heavens! 
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it w the thing she .feared. A mitten — ^a home-knifc 
mitten — Geordie's ! His mother had shaped it to her 
boy's hand; Angie herself had marked it with her 
lover's name — a murderer's hand ! a felon's name ! 
Have pity — ^have pity, O God ! 

What is she doing 1 Why is she tearing at it so 
frantically 1 She dare not destroy it. It will surely 
be claimed at her hands, and her own act would bring 
suspicion on the house. But she can destroy its 
identity. With a crooked pin for her weapon, and 
horrid fear for her spur, she is tearing out the red let- 
ters — G. R. — copied from her own sampler, wrought 
by her own fingers less than a week ago — George him- 
self looking on. 

How the damp worsted clings ! Be careful, Angie, 
a broken stitch may betray you and him. Quick, but 
leave no tell-tale sign. With one eye on her task and 
the other casting rapid glances at her sleeping tyrant, 
she pulls, picks, tears at the threads ; with a prudence, 
born of dread, she crouches on the floor, and spreads 
her apron on her lap, that not a shred of the fatal 
colour may escape her. Your time is up, Angie ! The 
sleeper moves. See ! see ! she is feeling for it 1 

And she has it again. One frantic effort and the 
last red stitch is extracted, the mitten is flung within 
reach of the groping fingers; they have closed over it, 
and the old woman wakens with a grunt of satisfaction 
at the security in which she still holds her prize, while 
Angie makes haste to empty the contents of her apron 
into the fire before Margery, whose step is already on 
the stairs, can re-enter the kitchen. 

She has succeeded. And it gives her breathing 
time. Fresh witnesses of guilt may arrive at -any 
moment, but she has disarmed one, and, tortured as 
she is with horror and apprehension, there is a tinge 
of triumph in her agony. 

There are seasons in human experience so intense 
that the whole of life seems to be concentrated in the 
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passing moment. The earth is falling from beneaih 
our feet; we catch at straws, and the very effort affords 
us an instant's respite from despair. 

The brief advantage gained, we pause, shudder, and 
again cry out for help. " What next 1*' thought Angie, 
as, sinking down, like one crushed by some heavy 
weight, she listened to the ticking of the clock above 
her head, and felt as if each stroke were the stroke of 
doom. 

The answer came at length in the stamping of feet 
outside the house, and a quick hand laid on ^e door- 
latch. 

" Who's that?" exclaimed Hannah, sitting up straight 
in bed. " Is that Geordie V* 

" No," answered Margery, who had also given a start, 
'< 'tain't him, 'taiu't his step/' and as she spoke the door 
opened abruptly, and Dick Van Hansen entered. 

It was now broad daylight, and Van Hansen's eye 
falling at once upon the object of his visit, who, as she 
sat upright in bed, was directly opposite the entrance, 
he needed to ask no questions concerning her. 

As the strong-featured, grisly-haired man came in 
with his heavy tramp, and crossed the kitchen to the 
bed-room without apology and in silence, he seemed 
like some avenging champion. Margery and Angie 
trembled and shrank into comers, where they kept a 
sharp look-out, however, like two spies, as they were. 
Hannah's features were strained meanwhile with an 
intense expression of eagerness and expectation, the 
sharp lines of which settled into a fixed defiant despair 
as she heard his loud, grave, " Wal, Hannah !" and saw 
in the solemn vibrating of his head from side to side, 
a negation and rebuke to hope. It is doubtful with 
what blunt word of conviction he might have pro- 
ceeded to fulfil his errand (for Van Hansen was not a 
man of eloquence or circumlocution, and always took 
,the shortest way to the truth), but Hannah saved him 
even that trouble. She had read the verdict in his 
face. 
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" WaJ, Diak," she immediatelj responded, " theyWe 
done far my old man !" 

" Thaet's a fact," blurted Dick, " they have. ' 

" Have you been on the mountain V* 

" Not yet I hain't, but I've seen them as has. Sfcein's 
folks was among the fast ;roused. I met 'em jest the 
other side o' here. I only looked in to make sure you 
warn't murdered yerself, and to break the wust to yer. 
Tm on my way up now." 

" The sooner the better," said Hanpah ; " the only 
comfort for me is to know tha,t folks is on the track 
o' the murderers. Don't let 'em leave a stone up- 
turned, Dick. Q.ffer a rewax<J, and get them fellers 
up from York as knows how to ferret out things. It'? 
most like 'twas niurder fust and steptLijQg arter wards, 
so I don't doubt they've robbed my old man's strong- 
box, but there^s money enough left to bring 'eijn to 
justice, I reckon, and I'll spend every farthing on't.but 
what I'll see 'em swing." 

"I'll back yer up in that, Hannah," sa^id pick, with 
energy. " If any man thinks he can beat another's 
brains out and not sufliler fo/t, we'll let him know to 
the contraiiy." 

" I've got a dew a'ready," bpasted Hannah, holding 
up the mitten, and shaking it before the eyes of her 
audience. " Find the hand that this 'ere '11 fit, Dick, 
an' you'll find the jband that dealt a death-blow." 

" Dun know' bout that !" said Dick, as he topk the 
mitten and handled it with interest. " Common 'nuf 
mitten that, and wud fit most anybody. If we could 
come across the mate though, 't might be worth while. 
Hold on to it anyhow ! There's no knowin^ how it 
may tell with a jury one o' these days. Smaller things 
than that ha' hung a man. My soul, gal l" continued 
he, suddenly addressing Angle, who had gradually 
crept close to his elbow, and whose agitation, for the 
first tune^ j^ttracted his notice, " how shaky you are 
on yer underpinnin', an' yer face hain't got no more 
i2 
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colour than a white pine board. Don't be afeared, 
child I We'll catch the fellers, an' have 'em in the 
lock-up 'fore this world's many days older. Anyhow, 
they wont ventur' into these parts agin in a hurry 
arter the stroke o' business they did last night. But 
here I am losin* time a*ready. I must be off up the 
mountain. Geordie's got the start o' me, I'll warrant, 
Miss Hawle. Fm sorry for^t. There's nothin* like 
bavin' good company on a bad arrant. Hollo ! What's 
the matter wi' the woman 1" 

Margery was clinging to one of the bedposts, and 
shaking like an aspen lea£ 

*^ Scar^t to death, ain't she ! Wal, Lord ha' mercy 
on us ! it's enough to scare strong folks, let alone the 
like o' her. Ttke care on her. Take care o' both 
on 'em, young ooman, an' yon keep up yer pluck, 
Hannah. I'll come back an' bring Geordie with me 
when we've got through our saroh." 

He turned to go. With a strong effort at self-com- 
mand, Angie followed him. '^ George isn't about 
home, Mr. Van Hansen," she foimd voice to utter. 

"George away! Don't say so," muttered Van 
Hansen, in evident regret, not to say vexation. 

" Yes ! We don't expect him back at present," ven- 
tured Angie ; then added, in a hesitating tone, " he 
and I have quarrelled." 

"You have, have yerl" exclaimed Van Hansen, 
wrathfuUy; "hang these women," he muttered, 
" they're allers at the bottom of all the misehief ! Then 
let me tell yer," he added to Angie, who looked 
wretched and penitent enough just then to have been 
spared the rebuke, " that you've done about the mis- 
fortinest thing that ever you was up ter. If ever 
Geordie was wanted in this world it's now, when 
you've sent him a flyin' off the handle. Jest like yer, 
you little " 

Here Van Hausen, at a loss to find a sufficiently 
contemptuous term; grasped the shoulder of the un- 



BATTLING WITH FATE. 117 

tesisting girl by way of emphasis. Ho would not have 
hurt her for the world, still, nervous and conscience- 
stricken, she tremblod beneath the touch of his great 
hand. 

" Them Steins Ml be forrard enough in this *ere busi- 
ness, ril warrant," continued Van Hansen, in a sort of 
muttered growl ; " and what's to hinder 1 Geordie's 
the only other chip o' the old stock, an' he*s off for 
Virginny by this time, like enough I The boy's been 
kind o' sore agin his uncle Baultie o' late ; but he'll 
take a back track when he lams what a cruel end the 
old man's come ter." 

Van Hansen was soliloquizing, so he never heeded 
the fact that there was no response to his words on 
Angie's part ; but while she stood stunned and torpid, 
like a mouse just released from a lion's grip, he turned 
away and went ploughing through the snow, con- 
tinuiug to mutter to himself as he went. 



CHAPTER XI. 

BATTLING WITH PATE. 

Does Margery know 1 It is not easy to judge. That 
" scai*'t" look seemed to convict her of participation iu 
the dreadful secret, but on the other hand, after Van 
Hansen had gone, she became composed, and even went 
about her common household duties. Not once did 
Augie, who was keenly observant, catch her eye, — not 
one syllable of information did she glean from her 
lips. Mute and downcast, she groped about the 
kitchen hearth, the woodshed, or her son's attic 
chamber, — not a glance of curiosity, not an exclama- 
tion of alarm, escaping her, — stranger still, not a 
murmur, not even a sigh. Silence had set its seal 
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upon her, and a stone statue could not liay6 been mor6 
non-committal 

Was this prmJence or stnpor the stoicism of resolve, 
or the reaction after a night of excitement 1 It might 
have been either. 

The storm had cleared, and the Christmas sun was 
shining brightly in at the cottage windows ; but it 
could not relieve the mystery, light up the chi'i^kness^ 
heal the pain which the night Lad left to mock the day. 
The glistening snow had mantled the earth in a hol^ 
day dress for happy eyes to gaze upon, but horror- 
struck faces grew paler yet as they caught sight of 
Nature lying stiff and still under her cold death-robe. 
So, too, on the mountain-top, where guilty Night had 
witnessed a deed of blood, innocent Day was powerless 
to atone for the crime. Something, however, she could 
and did betray. 

An old man dead, a strong-box empty, a peaceful 
homestead transformed into a deserted tomb I Night 
and its accomplices had fled together ; but morning re- 
vealed the open window through which murder en- 
tered, the rope with which she bound her victim, the 
disorder which attested the struggle, the very instru- 
ment of the crima 

And without the house, too, the pure snow, which 
elsewhere veiled all earth's disfigurements, and hid her 
stains, furnished a written record, which he who ran 
might read. Heaven had checked her storm just in 
season to secure the evidence, and had sent out her 
frost to stereotype it. 

The distinct tracts of sleigh-runners from the foot of 
the mountain to the very door-stone of the dwelling 
afforded a double line of testimony as to the route and 
mode of travel pursued by the murderers, both in going 
and returning, and the clumsy boot of the individual 
who had reconnoitred the house, and found access at 
the window, had left its impression at every step. Nor 
was a link wanting between the proof afforded within 
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doors and without. Deep as was the snow', it waf 
easy to discern traces of an accident and delay, which 
the party bound upon their cruel errand, had encoun- 
tered about half way up the mountain. At this 
point their vehicle had evidently been disabled, and 
further progress impeded by the breakage of one of 
the sleigh- runners ; thenceforward, and on the return 
track, one side of the sleigh had been more depressed 
than the other, and while one ninnei^ had marked a* 
smooth furrow, the other had ploughed roughly 
through the snow. To corroborate the suspicions to 
which this circumstance gave rise, the only instrument 
of violence found upon the premises was this same iron 
runner, which lay near the head of the fallen Baultie, 
at whose temples it had no doiibt dealt the bloodiest 
but fatal blow. 

" And is that all f asked Hannah, when Van Haii- 
sen, who returned just beford noon, had i^eportdd the' 
above as the result of a diligent search on the part of 
an excite^ neighbourhood. 

"Why, yes," said Van Hansen, speaking loud, and 
close to her ear, " that's abaut the long an' the short 
on it, as fur's I can make out." 

" What ! no stabs on the body ; no clothes o' theim 
stained with blood; no knives nor nothin' T questioned 
Hannah with a sort of savage disappointment. 

" No ; they shaved their work off smooth, and made 
a neat job on it. Til say that fur 'em," bawled Dick ; 
his habitual respect for a skilful workman gWifxg to hia 
tone, as well as to his words, the effect of a compli- 
mentary tribute. 

" The cunnin' knaves !" cried Hannah ; " with the 
evil one hisself a backin' 'em up no wonder they did 
their work thorough. Still I was a hopin' you'd ha' 
found somethin' with a mark on't, Dick, — a hanker- 
cher, or a jack-knife, may be. Somethin' that might 
help you to foller 'em up." 

<' Jjaw, now, do hear the wotaan l" began Dick, in 
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his usnal tone ; tben elevating his voice, he continued, 
" why, you don't appose, do yer, that folks in their line 
o' bosiness leave their names behind 'em when they 
call, or send yer word where you'll find 'em agin at 
short notice 1" 

'*I ain't a fool, Dickf retorted Hannah, hotly; 
'^ but this much I know for sartain — them as sarves the 
Almighty has luck on their side ; them as follows 
the lead o' the old sarpent may wriggle about a long 
while, but they never travel so fast nor so fur but that 
their evil desarts will come up wi' 'em some day. May 
the Lord that rules in heaven hasten on that day of 
justice, and may I live to see it — that's my prayer," 
she added, in a tone in which revenge and supplica- 
tion were strangely mingled. 

'' Tbaf s a nat'ral wish," said Van Hansen, " I say 
amen to it; and yon, too, Mis' Bawle, don't yerl" and 
he turned suddenly in the direction where Margery, 
who had followed him into the bedroom, stood just 
within the doorway. She was wiping a dish at her 
sink when Yan Hansen re-entered the house — the same 
dish which she had vacantly washed and wiped several 
time:} during the moniing. Standing with it half 
wrapped in the dish-towel, she had clung convalsively 
to it while listening to the tidings which Dick brought, 
but at his abrupt question it dropped to the floor and 
was broken to pieces. 

" Lord bless the woman, and save the crockery l" 
ejaculated Yan Hansen. 

Angie, who, stationed within hearing, had also been 
drinking in the news, darted forward and busied her- 
self in collecting the fragments. 

** The jiltin' hussy, what business has she here f" 
grunted Dick, as he looked down with disdain at the 
poor girl thus humbly occupied at his feet. Angle's 
car did not catch the exact purport of his words, but 
the epithet bestowed on her was intelligible enough, 
and she retreated instinctively from his vicinity. 
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" Margery !" now exclaimed Hannah, reproi^ingly, 
from her bed, "youVe weak I Go an' set down. You 
ain't fit to stand about Any body'd think 'twas her, 
an' not me, that had got a blow !" she added, with 
stoical self-complacency. 

Margery, meek and dumb, crept away to her 
straight-backed chair, in the kitchen chimney-comjsr, 
sat down, clasped her hands, and gazed into the fire. 
Angie moved off in the direction of the wood shed with 
the broken crockery in her apron. Hannah Kawle 
and Van Hausen, left alone, held a short conversation, 
during which the former gave some directions concern- 
ing the final disposition of her husband s body, leaving 
it to her brother to make such armngements as he 
thought, proper for the coroner's inquest. She herself 
would remain where she was, she said — a resolve which 
her condition, perhaps, rendered inevitable, but which 
she, at all events, anived at independently of any con- 
sultation with Margery. 

These points being settled, and reiterated charges 
having been given to Van Hausen to spare no efforts 
for the discovery and apprehension of the murderers, 
he again left the house to pursue his investigations, 
and otherwise act in his sister's behalf. 

" I think 1*11 go now 1" said Angie, in an interroga- 
tive tone to Margery, and she put on her hood and 
commenced tying it. 

Margery answered by casting a shrinking glance to- 
wards the bed-room, as if she feared being left alone 
with its inmate, at the same time clinging to Angie's 
hand, which she caught and held tight, veiling the ac« 
tion, however, beneath the folds of a shawl that hung 
over the girl's arm. 

" I'll come back by-and-bye," whispered Angie, at 
once putting a right interpretation upon the look and 
gesture. 

Margery, satisfied with this promise, released her 
hold, and Angie hastened home to dine with her father, 
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or at least sit down with him to the Christmas dinner, 
which she knew both he and Happy would be didip^ 
pointed if she were not there to share. 

It was a hard ordeal for Angie. The volatile little 
Frenchman was greatly excited by the events of the' 
morning. With an instinctive dread of participating 
in any painful scene, he had confined his neighbourly 
duties to rousing othei^s and despatching them up the 
mountain ; but he had, nevertheless, waylaid each 
party on their return, and had possessed himself of M 
the information they brought. He now talked volubly, 
speculated wildly, and plied Angie with questions, 
each one of which was to her an instrument of tortura 
The tough fowl, the last of his race, which, like Mr. 
Cousin's other experiments in farming, had never 
thriven, was larded and interlarded with the melan- 
choly particulars, which Mr. Cousin had gleaned : 
and Happy's pastry was seasoned with such minute 
details as could be extracted from Angie concerning 
the cirumstances that had transpired at the cottage — 
subjects little favourable to Christmas cheer under any 
circumstances ! — to Angie, a wretched foretaste of wliat 
Fate had in store for her. Burdened as she was with 
a weight of suffering, sin, and secrecy, she realised how 
hopeless would be any attempt to hide or flee from 
the poisoned shafts which the curiosity, the malice, and 
the gossip of the neighbourhood would hourly inflict. 

Fortunately for her, no degree of agitation was a 
matter of surprise in a community where all were 
excited by rumours, fears, and exaggerations; and for 
the inward pain, that had so fastened its fang upon 
her, that, struggle as she might, it would not yield its 
prey; and, so that she had strength given her not to 
betray, she was nerved to endure. And nobody sus- 
pected her, and she bore up. How, they may ask, 
who have only seen phantom miseries in the dim per- 
spective — How, let them answer, who have proved the 
monsters real and survived the shock. Men and 
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women speculate on imaginary woes; realities thef 
live tlirongh — let each one answer how; — let all believe 
that " as our day so shall our strength be." 

It was towards dusk, when Angie once more pre- 
pared to make her way through the snowdrifts to 
Margery's cottage. Mr. Cousin, early broken of his 
rest, and wearied with the excitements of the day, had 
fallen asleep in his arm-chair, and Angie, before 
leaving, took the precaution to inform Happy that 
unless she came home before dark, it might be taken 
for granted that she meant to spend the night at Mrs. 
Rawle's. 

As she crossed the fields and approached the cottage 
from a quarter opposite the road, she was surprised at 
the light which streamed from the back window of the 
kitchen. As she drew nearer, she discovered it to 
proceed from a brighter fire than she had ever before 
beheld in the fireplace of the prudent Margery, and 
stranger still, the old woman herself might b^ seen 
bending over her hearth, one arm heavily laden with 
fuel, which with the other she was rapidly heaping on 
the fire. 

Are those short faggots green or water-soaked, that 
they smoulder and smoke so? And why does Margery, 
now and then, plunge her hand into a basket beside 
her, and fling on heaps of shavings, chips, and other 
combustible matter, to increase the blaze ? Is this a 
time and place for lighting Christmas fires and burning 
yule logs ? 

Such were the questions which Angie asked herself 
as she drew near the window, pressed her face against 
its frosty panes, and followed Margery's motions with 
an observant eye. Whether it was anxiety, fear, or 
simply curiosity which impelled Angie's scrutiny, the 
result was apparently decisive, for, after a few minute£( 
of earnest watching she withdrew a few steps from the 
window, and quietly waited until Margery's supply of 
fuel was exhausted. She then entered the house at 
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the wood-shed door, thongh not without first shaking 
the snow from her feet, rattling the lock, and other- 
wise giving indications of her approach. Notwith- 
standing these precautions, she found Margery trem- 
bling from head to foot, and wearing the frightened 
look of one detected in a crime. 

" Did I startle you ? Never mind me, Tm alone," 
said Angie, soothingly, while Margery sank into a 
chair, speechless. 

" YouVe got a good fire," said Angle, with an 
attempt at her U8ual cheerful ease. " I'm glad of it, 
for Tm cold and damp ;" and throwing her shawl over 
the back of a chair, and placing herself on a low seat 
in the chimney- comer, she continued, pointing to the 
bed-room,— " Is she asleep?" 

Margery nodded in the affirmative; then, either 
restless or fearful of being further questioned, she rose 
up suddenly, and making a pretext of her chip-basket, 
the same which George had filled the night before, 
and which she had now emptied, went out with it into 
the shed, where she could be heard fumbling at the 
wood-pile. If Angle had a doubt regarding the nature 
of Margery's recent employment, here was an oppor- 
tunity of solving it. Just above her head was the 
press in which the widow's stock of valuables was for 
the most part garnered up. Angie knew the corner 
in which the products of her industry were invariably 
stowed. It was but to pull out a drawer, plunge in 
a hand, and certify one's self of its present condition. 
It was done— the drawer was empty. Add to this 
the smell of burning wool which loaded the atmosphere, 
and there could be no doubt that the fruits of Margery's 
skill and economy in carding, spinning, and dyeing 
had been ruthlessly sacrificed on the altar of secrecy, 
that the poor mother had been eagerly feeding the flames 
with all that remained of those brown, hard-twisted 
skeins of home-spun yam, of which her son's knitted 
mittens had been the first and the only manufacture. 
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Scaroely had Angie*s suspicioD, however, the time 
to flash into certainty, scarcely had the brass drawer- 
handle ceased to click against its metallic plate as the 
drawer flew back into its place, when the front door 
of the cottage opened, and a visitor entered. 

It was Diedrich Stein. OomiDg as he did from the 
direction of the road, and passing only a window whose 
shutter was closed and barred. Stein had not enjoyed 
the same opportunity that Angle had of surveying the 
premises before entering. His keen senses, however, 
being always on the alert, it was not surprising that 
he came in with the air of one who snuffed mischief. 

'^ Good evening, Mr. Stein !" said Angle, facing about 
briskly, and at the same time with a carelessness (if it 
were carelessness) very unusual to her, contriving to 
push the chair, over which her shawl hung, nearly 
into the fire. ^^It is a cold evening, sir; take a 
seat." 

" I hope I see you well to-night, Miss Angle," said 
the dingy little brown man, bowing low; "pretty 

well — that is — of course — considering " with a 

series of pauses which were intended, like his words, 
to qualify the possibility of rude health under the pre- 
sent depressing circumstances — then, stopping short, 
and with his nose elevated ; " don't I smell something) 
Margery, woman, what's burning 1" turning towards 
Margery, who was coming in at the moment he put 
the question. Margery, terrified alike by her brother's 
presence and his question, looked distractedly wild ; 
but Angle had already provided for this emergency, 
and was sufficient for the occasion. 

" O my shawl ! it is all on fire !" was the girl's 
quick response to Stein's query ; and darting forward, 
she snatched from the embers one end of the woollen 
shawl, which, truly enough, was dangling where Angle 
had purposely thrust it, just over the bed of coals — a 
second bumt-offeiing laid on that fiery altar, and no 
vain one either; for^ as Hannah, wakened by the sound 
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of voices, now started up with the cry, ^' You^re all 
a-fire T' Angle, zealously smothering the flames, was 
able to satisfy her also with the assurance, ^'My 
abawl's been on fire, ma'am, but IVe put it out — ^it's 
of no consequence.'^ 

'^ No consequence I'' retorted Hannah, sharply. 
" My stars ! what are these young folks a comin' to, 
with their carelessness, I wonder ! They'd bum the 
house down over yer head, and then say it was no 
.consequence." 

i " New shawls don't grow on every bush," remarked 
Stein, sententiously. 

Harsh rebukes these, for Angle; she, so used .to 
flattery, was getting blamed on all sides to-day. But 
«uoh blame was praise to her ears. It proved the suc- 
cess of her ruse, and protected the achievement of 
Margery. These two women were fighting together 
against fate, and keeping despair at bay. Like drown- 
ing men battling for life with the wav€», they little 
heeded the comments of spectators on the shore. 

Stein's visit was one of condolence — so this little 
alarm over, he proceeded at once to business. Stein 
had a face for such occasions, as well as for those 
of a convivivial character. Not that the landlord's 
features were naturally mobile, or that a quick alterna^ 
tion of emotions in him had power to transform the 
outer man. But ho was like one of those comic pic- 
tures whose harsh outline, presenting in one view a 
visage on the broad grin, needs only to be reversed to 
display a countenance grim as midnight or hopelessly 
woebegone. Thus Stein, giving his features a sudden 
wrench, was able, at pleasure, to assume his humorous 
mask — ^his mask of severity, or his sable mask — and it 
was this last-named disguise which he now wore. 

His voice, too, was capable of modulations corre- 
aponding to the part he had to play. Cracked and 
squeaking by nature, it could never possess the music 
oi mirth, nor draw from the deep wells of pathos or 
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tragedy; but lie Lad jq, smart, brisk toagve fop flattery, 
a harsh, stinging lash with the same member for the 
correction of offenders, and a subdued twang for the 
benefit of all objects of commisseration. 

Thus, with a mouth well-drawn down at the corners, 
and stepping on tiptoe, he ventured to insert his head 
within the bed-room door, and to drawl out, " Mis' 
E.awle, I jest looked in to see how you find yourself 
to-night, — tolerable, I hope, — considering V 

Hannah, who had an instinctive distrust of Stein, 
and who, either from infirmity or obstinacy was always 
more than ordinarily deaf to his words, answered him 
only with a stare of irritation. He wa^ obliged to 
repeat his remark in a louder key, robbing it thereby 
of much of its significancy. 

" Oh, Tm well enough," answered Hanfliah, curtly. 
" Can I do anytliing fpr you 1" ask^d Stein, keeping 
his voice up to the required pitch. 
"You? No." 

" This is a sad piece o' business. Mis' Rawle." 
" Yes, sa4 for some." 

" Sad for all, ma'am ; your husband was a thrifty 
man, universally respected." 

*•' So much the wuss for them that's lost him ; so 
much the better for them that steps inter his shoes." 

" I've lost a most excellent friend in Baultie Rawle," 
said Stein, adroitly appropriating to himself the portion 
of Hannah's remark least intended to indude him. 
" The rogues that took his life, took what '11 never be 
made up to me in this world." 

" They've broken up the money-chest, I hear, and 
carried off the best part o' my old man's savin's ; that's 
bad for the heirs, sartin," remarked Hannah, who was 
not to be outdone by Stein in putting whatever inter- 
pretation she chose upon another's words. 

" The gold is nothing, ma'am," said Stein, persevering 
in his hypocritical show of disinterestedness ; '^ besides, 
that may be recovered, but there is no bringing back 
the dead.** 
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" Let tbem that is consarned foller tip the gold/^ 
responded Hannah. " They oan*t do a better sarvice 
to Baultie nor me than to keep on the track o' them 
villaiDS, whether it be for love or money." 

" You may depend on my beet sar?ices/' said Die* 
drich, with an air of devotion. 

" Very well," said Hannah, " Tm glad on't. ' Set ^ 
thief to ketch a thief/ is an old saying and a wise one," 
she further muttered ; and she turned over on her 
pillow, as if to put an end to the dialogue, quite un- 
conscious that she muttered audibly. 

Stein heard her and winced a little, but as Margery 
and Angle were at too gi'eat a distance to have heard 
also, he prudently forbore taking any notice of the in* 
sinuation. 

"If you're afraid to stay here alone to-night," he 
continued, still feigning the part of a protecting friend 
** ril send a man up from the tavern." 

"A man I what furl" exclaimed HannaL "We 
dont want no man. I reckon two old women, without 
a cent in the world, are safe enough. Td like to know 
what 'arthly use a man 'ud be 1" 

" 0, you're safe enough, I'll venture to say," said 
Stein, as he turned to leave the room. " I was only 
thinking," he went on, by way of explanation to Angle, 
to whom, re-entering the kitchen, he now addrei^ed 
himself, " that they might naturally feel €L little lonely 
and shaky-like after last night; but Mis' Bawle's got 
uncommon stout nerves, so between 'em I reckon they'll 
do, especially with such excellent neighbours as they 
have at hand," — and Stein, dressed now in his mask of 
obsequiousness, bowed and took his hat. Always ac- 
customed to count Margery a cipher, he would not 
probably have thought it necessary to address a remark 
to her at leaving; but, happening to bethink himself 
of George, he turned just as he reached the door, to 
say, with the tongue that knew how to lash, " Margery, 
it's a pity that boy of yours is %way just now. It 



BATTLING WITH FATE. 129 

looks bad. Besides, he oiight not to lose the chance 
to be of use for once in his life. If it hadn't been for 
Miss Angie here, I don't know what you'd have done 
for the want of him. But," turning to Angie, and 
lapsing into his complimentary vein, " one steady gal's 
worth a dozen wild lads any day;" then, in an insinu- 
ating whisper, — " He isn't worthy of you, Miss Angie, 
never was; but there's a fine young fellow, of a con- 
siderable higher figure in life, that '11 be glad enough 
to cut him out in the good graces of our New Jarsey 
belle that we're all so proud of. You don't need me, 
though, to tell you of your conquests in that quarter, 
eh !" — and with a flourish of the hand that would have 
become a supernumerary in a low comedy, he went his 
way out of the house, chuckling at his own skill in 
trimming his sails according as the wind chanced to 
set, and attributing Angle's shame-faced looks to an 
affectation of modesty. 

" Has that wolf in sheep's clothin', — that brother o 
yourn, — ^gone, Margery V* called Hannah, the moment 
she heard the bang of the outside door. 

"Yes," was the humbly spoken monosyllable in 
which Margery replied. 

" Then rake up the fire and come to bed." 

Margery looked imploringly at Angie. " I'll stay 
and sleep with you," said the latter. " Never mind 
what she says ; we'll bring down the bed from — from," 
— she could not speak his name, — "from the room 
overhei^d, and make it up on the floor; tell her so, tell 
her ! — she's calling." 

Margery crept timidly into the bedroom, and, wilh 
some hesitation and difiiculty, made known Angle's 
intention to spend the night at the cottage. 

" What's that gal here agin fur 1" was the exclama- 
tion that next reached Angle's ear. '^ Geordie ain't at 
home to be bejuggled by her tricks. What business 
has she to bo danglin' round so 1" It was desirable to 
have Hannah's good])i7ill, since, owing to her deafness, 

K 
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her opinion of people was seldom disguised; and, 
pretend as vre may to the oontrary, if disagreeable 
things must be said of us, we all prefer to have them 
said behind our backs. 

This was the last home-thrust, however, which Angie 
was to experience that night. As Margery did not 
attempt to defend her young neighbour's forwardnees, 
Hannah, satisiied with having given vent to her disgust 
at the intrusion, lay quite still, and offered no further 
interference. It required but a few moments to cany 
out Angie*s plan, and she and Margery were soon 
stretched side by side on their bed upon the kitdien 
floor. After awhile Hannah, strong, and, as Btein had 
said, sound of nerve, slept as she meditated, audibly. 
The other two women spoke not, moved not, soaroely 
breathed — with eyes wide open, ears straiiuBd, limbs 
rigid, and hearts throbbing to one nameless fear, l^ey 
watched and waited until the morning, each hoping, 
trusting that the other slept; and thus eaoh, for 
the first time since the shock, left, as it were, alone 
with her anguish. We may not lift the veil which 
night had in mercy drawn over that pair of broken 
he:irts. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



WEIGHIKO THE TESTIMOKT. 



The murder — its perpetrator — ^its motive — ^its manner 
of execution — its probable consequences, — these, of 
course, constituted the nine days' wonder of Stein's 
Plains and the neighbouring district. Every ascer- 
tained detail of the affair, every reasonable supposition, 
every absurd conjecture, was discussed, .and the tavern 
was naturally the nucleus of the county gossip — the 
centre where rumour held her court, and whence all 
her emissaries radiated. 

Stein was in high feather. Never, according to 

calculations of his made during the small hours of the 

night, when there was a temporary lull in the business, 

had anything brought so much money to his till as 

this murder. The Stein races were the product of his 

fertile brain, and he appreciated the genius which had 

fathered and fostered such a lucrative institution ; but 

murder was the devil's own invention, and never 

before had Stein fully realized the allegiance that he 

owed to the Prince of Darkness. Why, this one 

murder was worth to Stein, in hard cash, more than 

a dozen horse-races, more than twice that number of 

Christmas balls, more than the ordinary profits of a 

whole year. The weather on the day succeeding the 

catastrophe was indeed unfevourable, for the air was 

sharp, the snow deep, the roads heavy; still, on the 

other hand, it was Sunday and Christmas — the former 

fact giving the news an opportunity to circulate in the 

churches ; the latter^taken in connexion with the cold, 

k2 
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making it reasonable to throng the pablio-hoase, and 
indulge in a holiday drink, flavoured with " the latest 
particulars.'' Then the coroner'a inquest, which took 
place the following day, was a fresh excitement for the 
neighbourhood, and a rich harvest to the busy publican 
who dined the jurymen, put up their horses, and 
threw open his doors to the thirsty crowd. Finally, 
the funeral, which it was happily decided should, as a 
matter of convenience, take place at the tavern rather 
than on the mountain, brought half the inhabitants of 
the county together, and might justly have been styled 
" The landlord's benefit." 

Taking all these facts into account, reflecting on the 
vigorous constitution Baultie Eawle [had possessed, 
and the risk there would have been of his outliv- 
ing his brother-in-law, or making some capricious 
disposition of his property. Stein, as one of the l^ai 
heirs (through his wile, who was nobody), could not 
but congratulate himself that the loss of the golden 
guineas on the night of the murder was more than 
balanced by the timely death of the old man and 
the singularly felicitous circumstances attending his 
departure. 

That Stein was satisfied — ^more than satisfied — ^with 
the compensation thus made to him, no one would 
doubt who could have seen him late at night, di- 
vested of the tragic mask — worn religiously by day — 
complacently reviewing his cash account, and rubbing 
his hands with glee, as he surveyed the sum total 
derived from one week's custom. 

That Stein — the covetous Stein — had thus mentally 
ofl^set his losses by his gains, was proof enough of the 
hopelessness of the former. Stein would never have 
acknowledged the loss of anything, much less submitted 
to it, except as compelled by necessity. 

But, so far as any chance of recovering the guineas 
was concerned, the sum total of the week's revelations 
was less satisfactory than that of Stein's gains* The 
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evidence collected previous to the coroner's inquest 
resulted in the following verdict, namely — 

''That Baultie Rawle came to a violent death 
on the night of December 24th^ 1812, owing to a 
blow on the right temple, inflicted by a portion of a 
broken sleigh-runner, through the agency of some per- 
son or pei-sons unknown." 

A most unsatisfactory verdict for an excited com- 
munity ! A most ungrateful one on the part of the 
coroner and his aids, considering the travelling expenses, 
the dinner at Stein's, the rum punch, and the officer's 
fees, all at the county expense. 

" Wal, I do vum ! that's all they've got to tell, is 
it ? Any fool might ha' known that much !" cried the 
indignant widow of the murdered man on receiving 
the coi*oner's report ; and in this she only represented 
the sentiment of the community, who had laboured 
under the impression that twelve jurymen, imported 
from abroad, and empowered to the solemn duty of 
sitting on a body, must necessarily be possessed of a 
species of divination. 

The facts stated in the verdict were, indeed, meagre 
compared with the rumours which were in circulation. 
They were unsatisfactory, too, compared with those 
which skilful detectives might reasonably have hoped 
to establish. Up to a certain point the testimony 
regarding the crime was immediate and ample, but 
there the connecting thread was broken, and no trace 
of it could be discovered. 

In addition to the evidence afforded by the impres- 
sions on the snow and within the house, the owner of 
the broken sleigh promptly appeared before the co- 
roner's jury, and testified to that portion of his property 
which had been converted into a deadly weapon. This 
individual, a respectable farmer named Boggs, residing 
beyond Stein's Plains on the high road to New York, 
further related, that on the evening previous to the 
murder a stranger came to his door on foot from 
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ihe direction of the city, and proposed hiring his horae 
and sleigh for the purpose of continuing his journey 
to a town hejond the plains, whither, he said, he had 
been summoned to visit a sick relative. In answer to 
the objection made on the part of the farmer, that his 
sleigh had been weakened the previous winter by a 
partial fracture of one of the mnners, and was still 
needing repair, the man had begged to examine the 
vehicle, and had declared it, in his opinion, sufficiently 
trustworthy for the short journey he had in view. The 
farmer, who distrusted the man's appearance, had then 
argued that his horse was equally incapacitated for 
travel by the loss of one of his shoes ; but this objec- 
tion had also been overruled, partly by the assurance 
that the animal's hoofs would not suffer from his being 
carefally driven over roads bedded with fresh snow, but 
still more (as the farmer, who was a poor man, himself 
confessed), by the offer of two Spanish dollars on the 
spot, and a promise that horse and sleigh should be 
restored before noon of the following day. On these 
conditions, he had himself assisted the stranger, who 
had a stiff finger, in harnessing the old farm horse, and 
had seen the man set off alone in the direction of Stein's 
Plains. 

To corroborate this account and strengthen the chain 
of proof, a widow woman, living in a solitary cottage 
on the road which ran over the mountain, and near the 
spot where marks on the snow indicated the accident 
to the sleigh, testified to the following facts : — 

On the night of the murder, being kept awake by a 
sick child, she had been startled, first, by hearing a gruff 
voice outside, apparently addressed to a horse, and then, 
by a violent knocking at her door. Upon her cautiously 
inquiring from her window as to the cause of the dis- 
turbance, the owner of the same voice called out loudly 
but civilly to ask if she could furnish him with a rope 
with which to repair an injury to his sleigh. He was 
a benighted traveller^ he sf^id, suffering firom the cold 
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and storm, but compelled to continue his journey across 
the mountain with as much speed as possible, making 
use of the same plea as that quoted by the farmer, a 
summons to the bedside of somebody who was ilL At 
first she thought she should be obliged to deny his re- 
quest, not being conscious of possessing a rope in the 
world, except that which corded up the bedstead, 
occupied by her invalid boy. But the boy, who had 
heard the dialogue, and compassionated the traveller, 
happened to bethink himself of his sled, which was fur- 
nished with a strong, though knotted cord, by means 
of which it was suspended to the wall of a shed adjoin- 
ing the hou^e. The child generously offering it for the 
stranger s use, the mother admitted the traveller, led 
the way to the outer building where the sled hung, held 
the light while he climbed a heap of brush and took it 
down from the nail, and herself helped him to detach the 
rope. She remembered this latter circumstance parti- 
cularly, because the man had a sore finger, bound up 
with a bit of rag, which made him, as she said, *^ kind 
o' awkward and clumsy like." Immediately upon 
obtaining what he had come to seek, the man hurried 
off. She could distinguish his voice for a moment or 
two, uttering oaths, which so alarmed her, she said, 
that she was glad when, through the darkness, she 
saw the vehicle move off, after which all was silence, 
nor, though kept awake during the greater part of the 
night by her child, did she hear the sleigh on its return. 
It might easily have passed down the mountain unob- 
served by her, as the snow was, by this time, deep on 
the ground, and she was confident that there were no 
sleigh-bells attached to the horse, — a point on which 
her evidence fiiiled to correspond with that of Farmer 
Boggs, who had himself, he said, hung a chain of bells 
around his horse's neck. From first to last her impres- 
sion had been that her visitor was a solitary traveller ; 
she had heard no voice but his, and had no reason to 
suspect liis having a companion. 
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When questioned whether she could identify the 
rope, she answered promptly in the affirmative^ upon 
which the coroner, who was no such fool after all, ordered 
a bushel-basket full of ropes to be produced, of yarions 
sizes and descriptions. Without hesitation the woman 
selected the very piece of rope with which an attempt 
had evidently been made to bind Baultie Eawle. Tho 
child, who had now recovered from his lUness, being 
summoned and subjected to the same ordeal, at once 
seized upon the same tangled and knotted piece of pro- 
perty, and with dreams of coasting in his little braio, 
iuRiRted upon retaining it, crying lustily when this valu- 
able link in the chain of evidence was taken from him 
by the coroner's order, nothing daunted by his mother's 
horrified warning, " Don't touch the bloody thing, Joeyl 
hangin' the varmint is all it's fit fur now f and only 
consoled by a silver shilling, which Yan Hansen slipped 
into his hand. 

What could be more clear than the evidence of such 
unsophisticated witnesses. It only remained now to 
overtake, identify, and hang the murderer, — ^processes 
which seemed so feasible under the promising state of 
the case that the more ardent portion of the community 
. began almost to speculate whether the character of this 
domestic tragedy were not such as to justify Lynch law 
and immediate execution. 

Great, therefore, was the disposition to charge the 
coroner with lukewarmness when he gravely alluded 
to the mystery which still overhung the case ; and dis- 
trust, amounting to suspicion of connivance at crime 
at once attached itself to a city constable, who, as 
he stalked among the rustic crowd, was heard to say, 
" Pshaw 1 your evidence ain't worth that" — snapping 
his fingers contemptuously in the air. 

It was only when time had cooled their ardour, and 
successive disap])ointments checked their zeal, that the 
people of Stein's Plains could be brought to acknow- 
ledge what was palpable to less unsophisticated minds. 
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namely, that, clear as might be the track of Farmer 
Eoggs's sleigli, it availed nothing, unless, being followed 
up, it led to some further discovery ; and that, although 
Parmer Boggs and his widow might be haunted to 
their dying day with the certainty of having seen a 
murderer face to face, their conviction on this point 
was of no benefit to society unless it could be instru- 
mental in bringing the criminal to justice — and on 
both these points the evidence was greatly at fault. 

The trail of the broken sleigh-runner, after being 
traced for some miles, gradually melted into those of 
the numerous vehicles which, by daylight, were moving 
in the direction of New York. Even at the ferry, 
where it was hoped a door might have been left open 
for detection, due precaution had been observed, for a 
little short of this point the sleigh had been deserted 
of its occupant, who had doubtless thenco made his 
way to New York on foot, and without exciting obser- 
vation. Even these facts did not come to light imme- 
diately ; but at length a public notice being served 
that a horse without a shoe, and attached to a broken 
sleigh, had strayed into Hoboken, where both might 
be found at a locality named in the advertisement, and 
restored to the owner on payment of charges. Farmer 
Boggs, accompanied by a constable of the district, and 
attended by a little throng of satellites, hastened to the 
place indicated, recognised and reclaimed his property. 
The old horse proved to be in an exhausted condition, 
as if abused and over-driven ; his broken shoe was 
dangling from his hoof, and its sharp edge, by continu* 
ally galling the opposite leg, had caused such a bruise, 
and consequent swelling, that the poor brute limped in 
a pitiable manner. The injury to the sleigh proved, to 
the great satis&ction of a gaping crowd, exactly to corre- 
six>nd with the breakage indicated by the fractional part 
of the runner found in Baultie Kawle's cottage, with the 
additional circumstance that every part of the vehicle 
was shattered and strained, as might have been antici- 
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patedy from the liard tunge to which it had heensabjeoied 
in its maimed condition. Except that the aleigh-bdls 
were found carefull j stowed away under the seat, there 
was nothing further to indicate the purpose to which 
it had recently been applied, the character of its 
occupant, nor the quarter in which he had taken 
refuge. If^ however, the witnesses could furnish a life- 
like description of the individual who was known to 
have been abroad on the night of the catastrophe, he 
might yet, it was believed, be traced, detected, and 
brought to trial But when these witnesses were 
required to furnish a portrait of the man, their testi- 
mony was chiefly remarkable for its discrepancy. Not 
that their accounts were so contradictory as to create 
doubts regarding the identity of the person who had 
hired the farmei'^s sleigh with him who had paid the 
widow a midnight visit. On the contrary, there were 
a few points on which they were sufficiently well 
agreed to establiBh this fact — his gruff voice, his pro- 
fanity, pertinacity, and his finger bent nearly double, 
and protected by a dirty rag — the third finger of the 
right hand — sworn to with exactness by both i>arties. 
But when it was proposed to placard a description of 
his person, the witnesses were sadly at variance. Let 
any two persons — excitement apart — undertake to 
furnish the details of a man's personal appearance, and 
there is generally but little harmony in the colouring. 
It was unfortunate, then, but scarcely strange, that 
the more the witnesses strove to be graphic, the more 
blurred and confused was the sketch they mutually 
drew. 

The one thought him dark-complexioned ; the other 
light. One pronounced him long-favoured ; the other 
declared his fece to have been round and ruddy. " He 
was about as tall as So-and-so,'' was the impression of 
one. " No ; taller by half a head," was the conviction 
of the other. And as each illustrated his or her rccol* 
lections by comparison with one or another of their 
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neighbours, they contrived, between them, to draw a 
picture of a most motley man. Farmer Boggs had 
thought him ill-favoured in the beginning, but con- 
ciliated before the close of the interview (doubtless by 
means of the two dollars), had ended in retracting his 
first judgment, and trusting to the man's honest coun- 
tenance. The widow, on the other hand, had evidently 
mistaken him at first for a benevolent individual, pos- 
sibly a physician, on his way, as he assured her, to visit 
the sick. Doubts on this point had probably arisen in 
her mind when she overheard his profane abuse of his 
horse ; but the horror of his ferocious contenance which 
she professed on examination, must have been the 
after-growth of her imagination. 

Little Joey had his word, too, in regard to the identi- 
fication of the stranger — a circumstance which did not 
help to clear up the mystery, since he insisted that the 
visitor, whom he had seen striding through his sick 
room at midnight, bore a close resemblance to good 
old Dominie Van Zandt, the only other person among 
Joey*s acquaintance of whom the boy stood in awe. 

Of course, every word that dropped from the mouths 
of these three personages, elevated as they were into 
sudden importance, went the rounds of the parish, and 
gave rise to all sorts of surmises. 

One man would not have wished to be pointed out 
like Sam the butcher, as being just the height of the 
murderer ; another was glad he had not Joel Beck*s 
roimd ruddy face, for that would be suspected next ; 
one old woman shook her head, and thought all the 
doctors round had better be looking out ; and another 
whispered to a crony of hers, in the church porch, on 
Sunday after the sermon, that the dominie did have a 
threatening look in his face when he preached hard 
doctrine, and laid down his finger in a temble way 
when he meant something should strike home. If she 
badn*t always supposed he was such a good man, she 
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sliould think he was one of the sort that might da 
anything he had made up his mind to. 

As to the sore finger, the most telling and taUjing 
point in the evidence, that was dwelt upon at great 
length in the parish. Every body's brains were racked 
to recall everybody's else ailments in that quarter. 
Several persons were named who had suffered fitNn 
whitlows and chilblains ; but it was in every instance 
called to mind that they had been healed for a year 
or more. The blacksmith's clumsy apprentice, who 
was jamming and bruising his fingers daily, was sud- 
denly brought into prominent notice, and the question 
was mooted whether the boy, generally considered 
underwitted, might not have disguised himself, and 
taken part in the tragedy; but an cUibi being at ones 
proved by the lad*s friends, he was acquitted 
triumphantly. 

Only one eye in the parish had prescience of a 
wounded finger, bound with a dirty rag, which crinii- 
nated its owner. Only one ear that heard the repifft 
of the solitary fact on which the witnesses were agreed, 
was struck with a truth that carried with it instant 
conviction. But Angie had felt the truth befora To 
know it now was but to make '^ assurance doubly sure." 
And she kept her own counsel 

The city detectives, relying little on the inconsistent 
evidence afforded by rustic testimony, still hoped to 
trace the villains by means of the golden guineas, the 
silver coin, or. the notes and other papers, the property 
of Baultie Eawle, which had been rifled from the money- 
box. But their early and active efforts to win the 
reward, promised by the heirs for the recovery of the 
valuables, were unavailing; and as there was every 
reason to believe that these efforts would relax in 
proportion as time diminished the chances of success, 
the prospect of the villain's detection grew daily more 
discouraging. 

It was the general opinion, judging from the testi- 
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moTiy of the witnesses, and the identity of the foot- 
prints left in the snow, that there had been but one 
agent in the murder ; and this in spite of the pro- 
testations of Hannah Bawle, who persisted that there 
were two or more men engaged in the struggle, 
" Don't they s'pose, the fools, that if there hadn't been 
more'n one, me an' my old man could ha' handled him?" 
was Hannah's spiiited refutation of the possibility 
suggested by those who had weighed the evidence, and 
decided adversely to her in the matter. Nobody could 
positively contradict her on this point. Indeed, in her 
presence nobody dared to, for nothing so kindled her 
temper, or excited her animosity; but the very indi- 
vidual, who had apparently been convinced by her 
argument, would shake his head when out of her sight, 
and say, " The old hen's crop is full o' grit, but one 
strong man could ha' settled that tough pair of fowls 
easy enough, catchin' 'em as he did arter they'd gone 
to roost. Why, the wretch tied the old man fust, you 
see, and it was easy enough then to silence him, and 
send the old wife flyin'. It was the blackest kind o' 
darkness, and she deaf as a post. What does she know 
how many hawks pounced on her nest ? One could 
break it up as well as a dozen 1" 

The fact that Stein's Tavern and the Christmas races 
brought many a foul bird of prey into the neighbour- 
hood at this season, left a wide field open for specula- 
tion. Let the country people discuss the question as 
they might among themselves, and cast trembling 
glances at one another ; let them indulge in vain s;ur- 
mises concerning respectable individuals, or hint 
vaguely at the war with Great Britain, as the exciting 
cause of this act of violence, the burden of suspicion 
always rested finally on the crowd of gamblers, horse- 
jockeys, and thieves, which it was well known that the 
city belched forth on occasion of festivities at the 
tavern. These men were but little known to the 
rostics. Herding as they did together, they seldom. 
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save in single instances, and for temporary part>0Befl^ 
held any communication with the members of the mral 
community, except in the case of young men, who, 
like Geordie, had a horse on the course, and then the 
intercourse grew so naturally out of circumstances that 
it failed to attract special attention. Indeed, the 
people of the plains, so &r from seeking to avoid tbe 
imputation of having any knowledge of these city jail- 
birds, as they now thought proper to term them, had 
each some special rogue, swindler, horse-jockey, or 
passer of counterfeit money, whom he declared he knew 
root and branch, knew to his sorrow, and whom he 
would be glad to see swing for this offence. On the 
whole, the races fell into greater disrepute than ever, 
and Stein, although insinuating his doubts whether the 
races, or their frequenters, had anything to answer for 
in respect to the murder, professed himself satisfied that 
limits must be put to the popularity of his house, and 
that its reputation being well-established, it would be 
politic in him to raise his charges, and thus make it 
more select 

Once, indeed. Stein made an endeavour to clear his 
premises from suspicion, and implicate one otherwise 
unthought of and unnamed in such a connexion. Of 
all the persons who had witnessed the stormy interview 
between George and Baultie Eawle, Stein was the 
only one both able and disposed to give evidence. 
Even he so realized the terrible nature of the chai*ge, 
and the obloquy to which it might expose him, that he 
began by breaking the matter cautiously to Van 
Hausen — and here he ended. " Say that agin," cried 
Van Hansen, "and Til knock every one of yer teeth 
down yer throat fur yer, you black villain, you !" 
shaking his fist at the landlord, who, physically an 
arrant coward, was already quaking and repentant. 
" Accuse yer own nephew of a crime like that 1 Look 
at home fur crimes I tell yer f ' and the whole current 
of Van Hansen's wrath let loose^ he now poured out 
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upon the sneaking wretch such a stream of accusations 
and threats as effectually warned Stein of his own 
damaged character, and the certainty of a merciless 
rooting up of much that would not bear the light ; 
possibly, a retaliatory charge on the matter of the 
murder itself, should he ever again dare to whisper 
his innuendoes concerniug George to any human ear j 
and Stein knew Yan Hansen and his own interests too 
well ever to repeat the experiment. 

As time passed on, and the surmises which had been 
raised concerning an event that had startled the neigh- 
bourhood acquired a more vague, hopeless, and iu de- 
finite character, the Bawle tragedy came to be thought 
of less as a murder than a mystery. Had the perpe- 
trator been discovered, and atonement made, the ghost 
of the murdered Baultie might have been laid to rest, 
and visions of cruel men, holding up fingers bound 
with bloody rags, might have ceased to haunt the 
imaginations of the neighbours. As it was, the subject, 
though no longer of engrossing interest, was never 
wholly exhausted. It invariably rose as the shadows 
of night fell. Groups of men rehearsed it on stormy 
evenings in the tavern bar-room ; women, with their 
heads close together, whispered its grim details to one 
another at the fireside ; children trembled in their 
beds, and heard strange noises in the dark ; and as the 
chill wintry wind swept from the mountain across the 
plains, old and young shivered and shuddered as they 
remembered Baultie Eawle, 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

POLLT DEFIANT AND POLLT SUBDUED. 

The second day after the murder of Baultie Kawle, 
his niece, Polly Stein, came to see her aunt Hannah — 
not of her own accord, but sent by Stein, who, like 
most 8el6sh men, loved his own children, and never 
failed to push them on towards what he considered 
their advantage. So, having paid a visit of etiquette 
himself, he now despatched Polly on a similar errand. 
He would have done much better to keep her at home, 
for it was by no means an occasion on which she was 
calculated to shine. With sensibilities and nerves 
alike unmoved by the death of her stem old uncle, 
the reluctance with which she paid the visit was only 
equalled by the unbecomiDgness of her behaviour. 
She swung into the house abruptly, and, with a noisy 
flourish, slammed the back-door, by which she had 
entered, then spying Angie at the pantry cupboard, 
engaged in skimming a pan of milk, she wholly neg- 
lected, or forgot the original object of her visit, and 
planting herself at Angle's elbow, began to watcb, 
question, and tease her. 

" Law, Angie Cousin, you here ? They've set you 
to work, too, haven't they 1 My 1 I wouldn't work 
when I was visiting ; it's bad enoughjto have to work at 
home. 'Taint much fun staying here though, any 
way, is it 1 especially when Geordie is off the hooks 1 
They say you and he have had a fuss. I s'pose he's 
kind o' touchy about the cap'n's having turned your 
head so. I declare, though, ain't the cap'n a smasher 1 
My ! how I do miss him 1" 
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" Where is he 1" asked Angie, with undisguised in- 
differeuce. 

" 0, as if you didn't know or care !" cried Polly, 
with a loud, incredulous laugh." 

" I don't" 

" Then, s'pose I don't tell you 1" 

" Just as you like." 

Upon this Polly feigned to make a great secret of 
the matter; but after taking innumei-able airs, and 
twitting Angie a while with her saucy tongue, she 
could not resist the desire to display her own superior 
knowledge of the captain's movements, and so it came 
out at length that he had gone, on the morning of 
Sunday (Christmas day), to the city, where he was 
engaged (as he had himself told Polly) to a grand 
dinner-party, at a fine house on the Battery — the 
owner being an old gentleman of tory prejudices, and 
a friend of some connexion of the captain's in 
London. 

*^ O, the cap'n keeps grand company, I can tell 
you r concluded Polly, tossing her head complacently. 

" That don't promise very well for his country ac- 
quaintances," remarked Angie, dryly. 

" O, you think so, do you 1" responded Polly, with 
a confident, cackling laugh. ** I reckon it's first-rate 
for them that has a chance to be introduced to the 
city folks one o' these days." 

Angle's astonishment, not to say disgust, at this 
remark, was such that she ceased skimming the milk 
— a process which Polly's entrance and conversation 
had marred, but not hitherto interrupted — and turning 
her head, gave Polly an earnest look, as if she were 
scrutinizing her thoughts. "You expect him back, 
then r she said, gravely, as she turned away. " I 
should rather think I did," said Polly. " I guess he 
wont go off for good and all, without bidding 7ne good 
bye, however he may do with other folki?," — and Polly's 
shrill laugh now was full of triumph, as if she wer^ 
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gloating over a store of reserved hopes — ^very pleasant 
to dwell upon, but too secret to be confided to any one. 

A voice from the kitchen here called out, " Pollj I 
Polly Stein !" is that 'ere you I hear laughin' T 

Polly, checking her laughter as suddenly as if she 
had been strangled, now whispered to Angie in a 
frightened tone, *' Is aunt Hannah in there % Is she 
sitting up and dressed 1 Has she heard me do you 
s'poseT 

She's up," replied Angie, ''and sitting by the 
kitchen fire. Yes, she's heard you ; she's ctdling year 
name (for Hannah was still calling, and calling an* 
grily). 

Polly, ashamed to show herself, but afraid to hold 
back any longer, now sneaked in at the kitchen door. 

'' What are you doin' hei^e, makin' such an uproar f 
was Hannah's salutation to her niece. '' You must 
be feelin' lively, when you can't keep your silly oack* 
lin' from startlin' my old ears." 

<' I didn't come to please myself — father sent me," 
was the pert reply. 

** Wal, you'd ha' been wiser to stay away from the 
house o' niourniu', if you don't know any better how 
to behave in it." 

Polly here resortcvl to biting h3r finger-nail and 
looking sulky. 

** How's your mother ? She's mo^e likely than any 
on you to be consarned about what's happened to 
your uncle Baultie ; why don't she come and see mc f 

'^ She's awful busy ; she's over head and ears in 
work." 

" Why ain't you helpin' her, then T 

'' Pve been standing round all the morning ; Pm 
tiled ;" and Polly sank heavily into a chair. 

'' O, young folks is easy tired nowadays. In my 
time the gals worked all day, and the moUiers took a 
spell o' rest once in a while. I'll warrant you'll ney^r 
inake yer mother's place good." 
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" I never mean to slave myself to death in a tavern 
kitchen," responded Folly, in a saucy, presuming tone. 
** I wouldn't be mistress of a tavern, any way. 

" Take care you never fall below that 'ere, or any 
other honest business," said Hannah Rawle, repro- 
vingly. " ril promise yer yei'll never rise any higher 
than your mother f then, added, in that undertone of 
hers, which was, as usual, perfectly intelligible to the 
hearer, " she's wuth a dozen on yer any day — ^yer lazy 
jade 1" 

Polly answered only by cocking her head on one 
side, curling her thin lip defiantly, and giving the floor 
a succession of complacent taps with her foot. 

Hannah, to whom Polly's impudence was only less 
distasteful than her father's hypocrisy, and who, in her 
present mood, was more than ordinarily incensed at the 
girl, now manifested her rising wrath in the exclama- 
tion, " I should like ter know what's sot' you on the 
high ropes so to-day ! Is it because they've killed your 
uncle Baultie, and you s'pose your folks is comin' in 
for a share of his money, or is it because you've got the 
coroner and his men down ter your house, and you 
think that's lively and entertainin']" 

" There ain't much fun in hearing about nothing but 
murders, and inquests, and funerals," said Polly, " if 
they do britig a run o' custom, as father says. I'm 
sure I should die o' the dumps if I hadn't something 
pleasanter to think o£" 

"A run o' custom ! O, that's your father's view 
on't, is it 1 — and youm's to get rid o' trouble of all sorts, 
by shuttin' your eyes and hardenin' yOur heart. Wal, 
' childem an' fools sf^k truth,' an' I believe yer." 

" I don't see any use," swd Polly, apologetically, "in 
making yourself miserable about other folks' misfor- 
tunes. It^s time enough when your own come." 

<< An' comd they wiU fast enough, yer may depend 
on't)" feCoited SCannah, in a tone of prophetic warning. 
^* You mark my words, Polly Steiii. Tl^e LorcJ s^iida 
1.2 
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his dispenBations, fust in marcy and then in wrath; 
them that takes home the fust, and profits by 'em, is 
sometimes spared the last ; but if his children are deaf 
to the storm, he sends the thunderbolt. Such things 
as has been happenin* in this 'ere neighbourhood the 
last day or two might sober them that's older in sin 
than you've had time fur yet (your whinin' old father 
for one" — this in the audible undertone) ; '' but since 
you don't choose to go shares in others' sorrers, he'll 
send you some on your own account, FU promise 
yer." 

Polly received this rebuke in silence. Her aunt 
was excited, the rude girl herself a little awed by the 
solemn vehemence of the threat. It was during the 
pause that succeeded, when Hannah was leaning back 
in her chair with a red spot flushing each cheek, and 
Polly was staling stupidly on the floor,' that Angie 
came in from the pantry. She wore her hood and 
shawl, and brought the teakettle in her hand. 

"Where are you goin"?" asked Hannah, glad to 
avoid further words with Polly, by addressing some- 
body else. 

" Home, for a little while. Will you please, ma'am, 
tell Mrs. Eawle" (Margery was upstairs, whither, seeing 
Polly approach, she had betaken herself^ " that I'U 
come back to-night and sleep 1 I've filled the tea- 
kettle," she added, as she stooped and hung it over the 
fire, 

"You've no need to come back," said Hannah, 
sharply; then, softening a little from the hard tone to 
which her voice had been pitched ever since Polly's 
entrance, she added, " You may, though, if you've a 
mind ter. You don't come fur nothin'; you hain't 
got a lazy bone in yer body — I see that plain enough." 
And as Angie completed her arrangements at the fire- 
place, and quickly and capably swept up the hearth, 
the eyes of the observing old womai^ rested 04 hef 
complacently. 
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" ril go at the same time," said Polly, starting 
eagerly as Angie moved towards the door. 

" You'd better stay awhile in my place," suggested 
Angie, with an endeavour to evade her company. 

" Take her 'long with you, for goodness' sake," inter- 
posed Hannah, who detected the hesitation on Angie's 
part. 

The matter was no longer optional with Angie, 
however ; Polly had already darted through the door- 
way, and was the first outsida 

" Gracious I how glad I am. to get away!" was her 
exclamation, before Angie had closed the door behind 
them. ** I don't see how you can bear to stay there, 
Angie ; I wouldn't be hired to. Law 1 Aunt Hannah 
snapped me up so, every word I said — joxxWe no idea— 
ugh ! don't I hate her !" 

*^ She's had a dreadful stroke. It makes her keen 
and cross, I suppose," remarked Angie. 

" Pooh I she's always cross, fur's I see," said Polly. 

*^ Good by; I'm going across the fields," said Angie, 
with a second effort to escape Polly's society. 

"So am I." And Polly turned off also in that 
direction. 

" It's further for you." 

" O, never mind ; I'll go this way, too, for sake o' 
company." 

"The path's better worn by the road," suggested 
Angie ; but it was of no avail ; Polly did not mind 
the deep snow — liked it — was determined to go the 
same way that Angie went. 

Angie moved on in advance, and walked as fast as 
she could. 

" Don't be in such a hurry ; I want to talk witli 
you," cried Polly ; " wait 1" and Polly came alongside, 
and linked her arm in Angie's, disregarding the fact 
that the footpath across the fields was hardly wide 
enough for one. 

Angie trembled ; she was so afraid PoUy meant to 
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question her aboat George. Bat her fears were ground- 
less. The time had been when, on an occasion like the 
present) Folly would have made her handsome cousm 
the constant topic. Not that she had ever really 
thought of nvalling Angle in this quarter, but she 
liked to take advantage of an instance of pique between 
the lovers, to boast of her familiarity with George, 
inHinuate her suspicions of his feelings and his pre- 
ferences^ and hint at the terms of cousinly confidence 
which had grown out of their close relationship. It 
had sometimes happened, in this way, that she had 
succeeded in exciting Angie*s curiosity, and by feign- 
ing a knowledge which she did not possess, had 
extracted from Angie confessions which the latter 
afterwards regretted; for Polly, as a self-ap- 
pointed meddler and go-between, always contrived to 
make mischief, and generally to widen the breach. It 
had long since become instinctive with Angie to avoid 
her inteiTogations and interference in all scatters 
whei^ George was concerned. How much more then 
when life and death were in the balance, and a word 
might betray, did she shrink from committing the 
scales of fate to such dangerous hands. But now she 
hrd agitated herself needlessly on this point. Polly's 
mind — a mind of no great capacity at the best — was 
filled to overflowing with another subject, so that, 
happily, there was no space left for her cousin George. 
She could talk of nothing but the captain ; and though 
the captain was not a topic on which Angie could 
dwell without pain, it was a blessed relief from what 
she had anticipated! So she listened with patience 
and a tolerable show of intei'est while Polly dwelt on 
the trivial details connected with this distinguished 
guest at the tavern ; telling at what time he usuaUy 
took his meals, at what time he breakfasted on the 
morning of his departure, what choice viands were 
served up for him by Polly's own direction, and what 
compliments he paid to her while she was presiding at 
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the coffee-pot, and entertaining him with the parti- 
culars of her uncle's murder just brought to light. 
Then she related how he invited her to drive to church 
in the hired sleigh that was to take him to the city, how 
he helped her out at the church door, how the country 
folks, engrossed as they were with the news from the 
mountain, found time to whisper and stare, and how 
beautifully he waved his hand to her as she stood on 
the church steps and he set off for the city, her father's 
stable-boy driving, and the horse prancing, as if he 
realized that the captain was worth making some effort 
to ])lease. 

Polly told all this with such relish, a relish infinitely 
enhanced by the sting of jealousy she believed herself 
to be awakening in her hearer, that Angle was spared 
the necessity of encouraging her by a word. Even 
when there was a pause, Polly was so engaged with 
self-important airs and meditations on her own triumph, 
that she was content to let Angle proceed in mortitied 
silence, and so they reached Mr. Cousin's house long 
before this fruitful topic was exhausted. 

Angle stood with her hand on the door-latch 
waiting to bjd Polly good-bye, but Polly did not stir, 
and kept on talking. At last Angle verged upon 
rudeness in her efforts to get excused and go into the 
house, interrupting Polly with " You can tell me the 
rest some other time ; it's so cold standing here. Good- 
bye," and she made a motion to go in. 

" It is cold," said Polly, " I'm almost frozen. I'll 
come in a little while and get wai'm ;" and thus, self- 
invited, Polly pushed in also. 

The moment they entered the sitting-room. Angle's 
eye fell on a letter which lay upon the table, directed, 
as she saw at a glance, to herself. Everything 
frightened Angle now, and instinctively her hand 
closed over the letter, but not before Polly also had 
spied it and recognised the handwriting. 

"Why, that's Cap'n Josselyn's writing I That 
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cao't be meant for you T cried P0II7 ; and grasping 
Angle's hand, she snatched the letter from under 
it^ and held it up to the light. 

Angle's eyes flashed with anger and repressed 
alarm. She made a motion to recover the letter; 
but Polly haying convinced herself that it was really 
Angle's property, flung it over her head, and tnm^ 
to ask Happy, who was just* looking in from the 
kitchen, by what messenger it had come. 

" Your pa's stable-boy fetched it, miss j he says 
the gen'l'man he driv to York giV it to him for Tdha 
Angle." 

" Where is the boy ?" asked Polly, impatiently. 

" Wal, mlss^ ole Hap see him walk up to the bam 
for to look arter our Sim ; thar he is now, Jos' oomin' 
back, I declar' — lucky Massa Stein don know how he's 
been a spendln' his time this 'ere artemoon." 

Without waiting further than to catch sight of the 
captain's messenger, Polly rushed out to intercent him, 
and inquire what other letters or commissii-ns the 
captain had Intnisted to him. But she coui'' not 
learn that there were any other letters or to.'ens 
from the recreant captain. The utmost that her p>- 
tinaclous cross-questioning could extract from tie 
clumsy Mercury was to the efiect that " the letter \o 
Miss Angle Cousin, an* a shillin' to pay fur carryi ' 
it, was the only arrant, 'cept a dab o' paper to Mi 
Stein, telliu' where to send the cap'n's trunk, 'cause 
he wasn't comln' back no more." 

Meanwhile Angle, left to herself, meekly took her 
letter from the floor, broke the seal, stamped with 
what looked like a family crest, and read as follows : — 

"New YoBK, Dec. 26, 1812. 

" Charming Miss Angie, 

" Adieu ! My sole pang in leaving New Jersey 
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is the thought that I shall never again see the fair 
friend, 

'Whose heart was my home in an enemy's land/ 

I flatter myself that the emotion is mutual. Con- 
tinue, I entreat you, to cherish tender recollections of 
your devoted Josselyn. Our paths, like our lots in 
life, lie apart. Had Heaven placed you, dear girl, in 
in the sphere you are so well fitted to adorn, who 
knows what we might have been to each other 1 It 
grieves me that one whose beauty and grace have 
cheered my exile should be doomed to waste her 
sweetness upon a neighbourhood so contracted and 
vulgar as that of Stein's Plains ; but habit, I have no 
doubt, reconciles you to many things, which shock the 
sensibilities of a stranger ; and, alas 1 every station in 
life has its disadvantage& It may be a consolation to 
you to be assured that yon will not be quite forgotten 
in those more aristocratic circles to which my destiny 
leads me. I shall still carry your image in my heart. 
Many a fur daughter of my own country will suffer 
by a comparison with it ; and when the toast goes 
round I shall pique the curiosity of my brother officers 
by giving them the * New Jersey belle.' 

" And now, my sweet Western flower, fai*ewell ! 
Sad word, which 1 would whisper in your ear, instead 
of entrusting it to paper ; but time presses. I have 
received my release from your government at Wash- 
ington, and finding an immediate opportunity to set 
sail for England, have not the leisure to indulge 
myself in a visit to Stein's Plains — I would say rather 
to you, the only object there worth remembering, 
the only being whom I care to honour with a parting 
notice. Adieu, then, my charmer, and let me hope 
you will sometimes remember, with a sigh of regret, 
" Your enthusiastic admirer, 

" Paul Augustus Josselyn." 
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Shame, indignation, disgust — all tlie emotionB which 
a proud girl can feel, who has been humbled, slighted, 
and scorned by a worthless and conceited lover, rose 
up together, and scourged poor Angie until her blood 
tingled in every vein. " For this — for ^Aw," thought 
she, as she dashed the letter on the table, ^' I have 
bargained everything — all that life had promised, or 
sin and death could destroy. O God, my punishment 
is greater than I can bear i*' and she pressed her hand 
against her heart, which, in her intensity of contrition 
and agony, seemed as if it would burst. She had thrown 
herself into a chair in the farthest comer of the room ; 
her eyelids were convulsively strained together, as if 
she were striving to imprison her very soul in darknesa 
But, alas ! there is no hiding from one's 8el£ She 
could not shut out the remorse^l and degrading Images 
that were torturing her. 

Witness of a love that had been true to her from 
her childhood were thronging around her with sad, 
reproachful look. The ghastly countenance of the 
murdered man transfixed her with its stare. The poor 
fugitive from justice, his features stained with sin and 
distorted with despair, looked back at her accusingly. 
Ministers of vengeance shook their threatening fingers 
in the air, and the fiendish faces of demons mocked her 
with their laughter. 

The last all wore the features of the captain — the 
varying expressions that had so captivated her a few 
days since only serving now to give variety to insult. 

The terrible events of the last two days had so 
pressed upon one another that until now Angle had 
almost forgotten the part the captain had played in the 
drama, at least had forgotten to reproach him. But 
now he had forced himself upon her remembrance, and 
with bitter upbraiding she exclaimed to herself, " He 
has made a fool of me, the cold-hearted wretch ! And 
1 1 O, I have been the cause of all this misery !" 

Angie did not spare hersel£ If she cried out in her 
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agony against him who had encouraged her heartless- 
ness, it was not that she might shake off the burden of 
blame. From the first she had bowed herself to that 
burden. Thorough in her peniteDce, generous in her 
self reproach, she would gladly have suffered all the 
ignominy, borne all the penalty. Humiliated to the 
dust, the one cry of her spirit was, " On me, on me, let 
the retribution fall 1" 

It is the cry of many a burdened soul ; but it may 
never be. " No man liveth to himself, and no man 
dieth to himself." There was retribution enough in 
store for Angle ; the poor giil scarcely need claim 
more than her share ; but the hardest feature in her 
punishment was not the blasting of her own hopes. 
It was seeing the wide- spread desolation caused by the 
whirlwind, to which she, in the beginning, had lent 
breath. 

To stand and view the mischief done is sometimes 
the severest penalty. If Angle could have been at 
once struck out of the game of life, she would have 
submitted gladly. As it was, hera wa^ to be a harder 
fate ; she was to live and look on. 

Nor was she even to be suffered to meditate undis- 
turbed. Not for self, henceforth, was her life to be. 
In action and in sympathy she must, for the. future, 
find her mission and her solace. 

She was roused from her wretched self indulgence 
by a sudden, loud cry, accompanied by a deep heaving 
from some hitman breast near her, and succeeded by 
an outburst of vehement weeping. She looked up 
suddenly, and there, opposite to her, sat Polly, the 
captain's letter open at her feet, and her whole frame 
convulsed with sobs. She had come back iinheard by 
Angie, and taking advantage of the latter s abstraction, 
had rc«ad the letter from beginning to end — a fact of 
which she seemed to feel no shame and attempted no 
concealment. 

Angie, not compreh njing the scene at a first glance, 
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and moved only by astonishment, started up, and ran 
to her, thinking from the noise she made, that she was 
hurt and in bodily pain ; but Polly pushed her back 
with evident spite, and kept on crying, not sentiment- 
ally nor hysterically, but with a loud blubbering cry, 
like that of a whipped school-boy. Angle looked down, 
saw the letter, and felt a momentary contempt for her 
visitor, which was not softened when Polly, observing 
Angie*s glance, sprang to her feet, and vented a portion 
of her rage by stamping on the letter, and then spum- 
ing it, or, more correctly, kicking it across the floor 
with her foot. 

Angle picked it up for the second time, folded it, and 
put it in her pocket Polly kept on sobbing and roar- 
ing, making a most vulgar and passionate exhibition 
of grief. There may be dignity and self-respect 
even amid tears ; but these were qualities in which 
Polly was wanting at all times, and the utter self- 
abandonment of her behaviour could only be compared 
to that of an uproarious child. She bent her thin 
body backwards and forwards, caught her breath con- 
vulsively, and even gave vent at intervals to short, 
sharp shrieks. 

These unusual sounds soon brought Happy Boose to 
learn the cause of the commotion. 

" Lud a' massy I" was her comment, " yer aiut kilt, 
are yer ! Ole Hap thought mebbe Miss Angle was a 
beatiu' yer ; same as ole missis down South used to 
beat dis yer nigger wench, but eberybody's so 'cited 
and crazed-like, dis yer time, dat dey cries for little or 
nothin' ;" and Happy, apparently concluding that 
Polly's case was of this kind, retreated into her kitchen 
and shut the door. 

Polly now dropped her arms upon the table and her 
head upon her arms, and began to gasp and choke, so 
that Angie was first frightened, and at length moved 
to pity ; for this grief, though coarse and childish in 
its expression, was, nevertheles , uumistakeably real. 
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" Don't cry so, Polly," she said at length, laying her 
hand kindly on Polly's shoulder. 

Polly shook the hand off; but, on the action's being 
repeated, she submitted to it more patiently, and even 
made an effort to repress her sobs. 

" He's a good-for-nothing, flirting fellow — not worth 
minding !" suggested Angle, by way of consolation. 

« O, you think so, do you T gasped Polly. « That's 
jest because he's jilted you. I always' knew he didn't 
care two straws for you — he used to laugh at you be- 
hind your back, but" — here Polly was seized with 
another crying flt, which lasted some time, but at 
length, she managed to ejaculate, in a sort of shriek, 
which escaped her amid a succession of spasms and 
sobs — '' but he ought to be ashamed to behave so cruel 
to nie r 

In spite of Polly's malice, which made itself evident 
in the earlier part of this remark, Angle, who was in 
no mood to care for her spite, much less retort^ assented 
to the later proposition, selfish as it was, saying, in a 
sympathetic tone, " Yes, it is a shame !" 

" What's a shame V* cried Polly, firing up at this. 
^' What do you know about the cap'n and me 1 Like 
enough he'll write or send for me yet. I reckon I 
know the cap'n better *n you do T 

" Then I wouldn't be so discouraged." 

" Discouraged ? Who's discouraged ? Yoo, like 
enough — I ain't V But Polly here contradicted her- 
self by bursting into another passionate fit of crying, 
which Angle judged it best to wait the conclusion of 
in silence. 

Apparently, Polly considered her boasted courage a 
good thing to rest her cause upon, for, after a great 
effort, she succeeded in mastering her tears, gradually 
settling into the sulks — a mood in which she was 
scornfully indifferent to Angle's offer of water to 
bathe her &ce, by this time extremely red and tear- 
stained. 
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'' No ! Let me alone ! I doii*t want anyifaing from 
you !" was her rude acknowledgment of the attention; 
and jerking her shoulders from side to side to express 
her aversion to her hostess, she wiped her face with a 
soiled pocket-handkerchief, readjusted her bonnet and 
shawl, and flounced out of the house. 

Angie watched her go down the road, and uncon- 
sciously groaned aloud. Absurd as Polly*s pretensions 
might be, and degrading as was her manifestation of 
disappointment, Angie thus murmured to herself: 
** Poor thing ! there she goes, carrying home her bur- 
den of sorrow 1" and Angie, the fountain of whose 
sympathies was stirred to its depth, groaned not merely 
for Polly, not merely for herself, but for a whole world 
lying in wickedness, and for a sorrow as world-wide 
as the sin. 

When Polly was fairly out of sight, she turned and 
went slowly up to her own room. She now drew the 
captain's letter from her pocket, and looking absently 
about her for a place in which to deposit it, opened a 
bureau-dmwer. She started back as if a serpent lay 
coiled there, then stood a moment gazing on the muslin, 
flowers, and ribbon which had constituted her becom- 
ing finery on the night of the Christmas ball— that 
fatal night, of which she was never to think again 
without a shudder. She tossed the letter on top of 
them. " Lie there !" she might have said, " an epitaph 
on my buried youth, a sermon on vanity I" but Angie 
could not moralize. She could only feel. That she 
did feel this, and more, there could be no doubt, £ov 
she closed the drawer solemnly, as if it had been a 
tomb, and it was years before she ventured again to 
open it. 

She wandered about the house awhile in the rest- 
lessness of despair, avoiding Happy Boose for fear of 
her inquisitive tongue, and not venturing down stairs 
until she heard her Mher come in Then she went 
below, and entertained him as well as she could, 
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making his tea as usual, and trying to appear collected 
and cheerful She even played a game at draughts 
with the old Frenchman, and did not leave for the night 
until it was near his bed-time. 

" Ain't you 'fraid to go 'lone cross dem fields dese 
times ?" asked Happy, as she followed her to the door. 
" Pity now Massa George wan't here ! I thought, 
Miss Angle, when I see you giv' him a walkin' 
ticket, that we'd be wishin' him back bad nuff, 'fore 
long." 

"No; O no; nobody'll hurt me," replied Angle, 
peering into the darkness with terror, however, as she 
spoke. " Take good care of ray father, Happy \" 

"Law, Miss Angle," said Happy, "I ain't much 
feard o^ them villains — leastways wouldn't be ef massa 
wan't so discouragin' jes at bed-time ; but what with 
puttin' the carvin' knife where* t'll be handy, an' fas- 
tenin' up the winders with the kitchin forks, it seems 
as if he 'spected 'em, sure. I says my prayers ebery 
night, an' I b'lieve the Lord'll take care o'massa an' 
ole Hap ; but once in a while, you know. Miss Angle, 
there's ugly critturs roun' that will rob and murder 
spite o' anybody." 

With which final intimation of a doubt the faithful 
Happy watched Angle's plunge into the gloom, and 
continued listening in the door-way until she had had 
time to reach her destination, after which the old 
negress assisted Mr. Cousin in prudently fastening up 
the doors and windows — a precaution universally 
observed at Stein's Plains ever since the event which 
bad served to i^ano the whole neighbourhood. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A FRESH CATA8TB0PHB. 

iT^has been said that the murder of Baultie Kawle, 
with the circumstances attending it^ constituted the 
nine day»' wonder of the people of Stein*s Plains. 
"What, nine days only? Surely a subject of such en- 
grossing interest could not have been laid to rest in so 
brief a space of time ! By no means; at the expira- 
tion of that period the excitement was still at its 
height But now a diversion was suddenly created in 
the public mind, for on the tenth day tidings of a 
fresh catastrophe reached the plains — a catastrophe 
which, if possible, possessed for the inhabitants a 
nearer and more vital interest, involving as it did the 
fate of one who, unlike the murdered man, was a 
universal favourite— and famishing a terrible response 
to the query, so many times passed from lip to lip, 
'^ What has become of Geordie Eawle f ' 

''Have you heard the newsT had lately been a 
common question at Stein's Plains, where fresh de- 
velopments, real or imaginary, were hourly reported; 
but it came with renewed force this day from the 
mouth of the village blacksmith, who, standing out- 
side his forge among a little knot of his neighbours^ 
thus mysteriously intimated to Farmer Kycker, who 
had suddenly drawn up his team on the way to mill, 
the cause and meaning of such an unusual assembly of 
idlers on a week day. 

" No ; what is 't 1 Speak out, man 1 Has the 
whole thing come ter light 1 Have they kotched the 
rascal r 

" 0-o-o-h no !" replied the smith, w?.th that prolon- 
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gation of tone which gives weight to an assertion, 
especially a contradictory one — " that would be good 
new; this is bad — bad." 

" More bad news 1" muttered the farmer, com- 
mencing to clamber down from his wagon. " Who's 
consarned in 't V^ he questioned anxiously, as soon as 
his feet touched the ground, and he found himself 
beside the smith; 'Hhe Britishers ain't in York harbour, 
I hope r 

^' No; it's a family consam — a sorrer to the»whole 
neighbourhood, but specially to the Bawles — mis- 
fortin's never come singly. It's about Geordie.'* 

** What about (leordie 1" cried the farmer, advancing 
towards the knot of rustics. ^' What's happened to 
him 1 Where is he 1" 

For a moment there was no reply to the question. 
The smith, who had suffered Rycker to precede him, 
took advantage of the shelter from observation afforded 
by the farmer's bulky figure, to pass a sooty hand 
across moistened eyes, the result of which was a 
countenance more grimy and lugubrious than before. 

The farmer looked from face to face, and im- 
patiently repeated his question — ^'Whafs happened 
toGeordiel" 

It was easy to see that the little assemblage were 
filled with emotions very different from those which 
had lately occupied them. There was no anger, no 
fear, and but little speculation on their faces— only 
horror and sadness. Nobody seemed willing to give 
utterance to what was trembling on every lip; at last 
an old man, leaning on a stick, solemnly pronounced 
the words, " He's dead I" 

"Deadr 

" Yes, drownded." 

"Good Lord! How did it happen? When I 
Where?" 

There was silence again at this, broken only by a 
hysterical sob from the smith's daughter, who turned 
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and ran into the bouse, and a groan from her mother, 
who likewise sought refuge from ohserration hj sud- 
denly throwing her apron over her head 

The old man tried to speak again, but his voice 
failed him. The children standing hy looked up in 
their parents' faces sympathetically. 

" Nobody likes to say much about it," whispered 
the smith, plucking the farmer by the sleeve and 
drawing him back a little towards the wagon. <' It 
may ha' been an accident; but we're all suspicious as 
how he made way with himself— poor feller 1" 

Bycker's face now assumed the prevailing look of 
horror, instantly succeeded by an expression of eager 
curiosity. '^ Took his own life ! Committed suicide ! 
"What, Geordie 1 Why, I'd as soon ba' believed it of 
our Joe 1" was the series of exclamations with which 
he received the tidings. "Who brought the news? 
Have they found his body ? Is't generally credited 1" 
was the cross-examination with which he proceeded to 
sound his informant. 

" Ay ! that's jest it," responded the smith. " The 
body's turned up, an' there's the whole story on the 
face on't, yer see;" and here the smith, who had by 
this time mastered the emotion he had felt in naming 
the subject to a new- comer, laid down his finger with 
emphasis, and spoke with the oracular air of a man 
who had been among the first to be initiated in a 
weighty matter. " One o' them officers, what's been 
back an' forth so much on Baultie's biisiness, fetched 
up a city paper last night an' stood readin' it at Stein's 
bar, smokin' a pipe atween whiles. There was a lot 
of us neighbours loafin' round, talkin' about the affair 
on the mountain yonder. * Hullo ! what's this ere V 
says the feller — an' he takes the pipe out of his mouth 
an' reads to himself a minute — 'this consams your 
folks up here,' says he; *same name, anyhow I' Of 
course we was all wide awake at that, an' then he out 
with it. I cap't remeinber t^e wordin' on't, but rv§ 
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got it here in my hat somewhere; they wouldn't let 
the paper out o' the bar-room, so, as I'm not much of 
a hand at writin' I sent my darter up to copy it out* 
Here it be," and he produced from the greasy lin ng 
of his hat, where he had been diligently fumbling, 
the following advertisement which, in a blundering 
way, he contrived to read for his neighbour's 
edification. 

" The body of a man was yesterday discovered on 
Staten Island, where it had undoubtedly been washed 
ashore. It was above the ordinary height, hair light, 
— apparently the body of a young man. He wore a 
stout overcoat, with smooth, metallic buttons, in the 
pocket of which was found a silver watch, of English 
manufacture, marked on the inside, ^ George Rawle.' 
The body had probably been under the water a week 
or more. It has been deposited at the Catheriue 
Street Ferry-house. Friends will please call at once 
and identify the same.'' 

" Good Lud ! what are we comin* ter V* cried the 
farmer, as the smith finished reading. " Murder and 
suicide both in one week ! Who'd a thought it 1" 

" I can tell yer we was pooty well struck up at the 
tavern," remarked the smith, as he folded the paper 
and replaced it in his hat. 

" Has anybody gone down to York to see Hbout it 1" 
asked the farmer. '^ Have they told his mother ?" 

'^ Stein was hesitating last night whether to go himself 
or send Peter. But Dick Van Hansen's gone down ; 
he ain't one o' yer hesitatin' sort — Dick ain't. Besides, 
he thought the warld o' Geordie 1 He started off 'fore 
day light." 

"An' the old ooman? Who's goin' to break it to 
Margery 1" 

" Nobody round here would undertake it ; so they 
sent for the dominie. He's jest gone over there. I 
see his ahay turn round the comer by the ti^veru ^ 
minute or two 'fore you driv up.** 
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'* Poor creetur f said the farmer, compassionately ; 
" poor creetur I" 

The smith assented to this by shaking his head from 
side to side in silent sympathy, 

*' But who knows hut it was an accident I" queried 
Farmer Bycker, in the hopeftd tone of a man unwilling 
to believe anything without sufficient proof— "or foid 
play, mebbe! — we've known enough o' that sort o' 
thing lately to credit any amount o' bloody work. 
Geordie was a good-natured feller ; but somebody might 
have owed him a grudge, or he might ha' got washed 
overboard, or stepped off some wharf at night, or " 

<* 0, 't wan't no sich thing,'' interposed the smith, 
impatiently. " Might ha' been, to be sure, but it 
wan*t. Everything goes to show that he took his own 
life — meant ter." 

'^ Sich as what T insisted the cautious and sceptical 
farmer. 

'< Wal, his behaviour in general is convincin' enough 
for me ; but there's written evidence inter the bargain. 
If Peter Stein wan't a thick-headed fool, we'd ha' been 
earchin' for the body more'n a week ago." 

"Why; did he he give Peter wamin' of his in- 
tention 1 Do tell, now 9" and the farmer^s eyes and 
mouth grew wide with curiosity. 

" 'Mounts ter that. It seems Pete's had an order 
in his pocket ever since Oeordie was missin', sayin' 
as how the mare was lawfully his'n ; an' yer must 
know it turns out Pete had a mortgage on Nancy ; an' 
one o' them fellers that was up to the races an' pooty 
thick with Geordie, he give Pete a bit o' writin' a 
week ago Saturday night that would ha' put any other 
friend o' the lad on the scent o' mischief ; but Pete, 
like the drunken fool that he is, never took in any 
idee, I s'pose, except that he'd got his grip on the 
horEc flesh that he'sallers had a hankerin' arter, to my 
knowledge." 

"An' now, what more's come on it 1 eh I" cried 
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the farmer. "Who's seen the letter? what does it 
Bixyr 

" 'Twas read out in the bar-room last night ; all on 
us heeard it that was there when the news fust come. 
Pete called his father one side, an' showed it to him. 
Old Stein would ha' kept pooty quiet about it, seein' 
'twan't very flatterin' to father nor son neither ; but 
Dick Van Hansen had got there by that time — he 
smelt somethin' in the wind — he see old Diedrich an' 
Pete consultin' together over a scrap o' paper in 
Geordie's handwritin', an' he would have it out By 
jiminy, you should ha' heerd him threaten how he'd 
have the law down on 'em if they kept anything back. 
So they handed it over" — (a pause, and hesitancy) — 
" an'Dick" (now a great gulp in the smith's throat), he 
— he read " 

" Wal," encouragingly from the farmer. 

" It — ^it — O, I tell you, fiirmer" (at last managing to 
swallow the bunch in his throat, and so getting voice), 
" it was kind o' touchin', seein' it was poor Geordie 
that was speakin', an' we all a thinkin' on him, an' 
knowin' he was deaA." 

" XJmph," muttered the farmer ; " I s'pose so ! — an' 
what was the sum on'tf 

^* Wal, it was about the money fust, and the tarms 
atween him an' Pete, — ^pooty hard tarms, he said they 
was, — ^'specially as they was most likely to be the last. 
Then he went on to say as how he was cornered an' 
done fur ; that his uncle'd got the farm pooty nigh, 
an' Pete had got Nancy ; and now he hoped they was 
satisfied, seein' there wasn't nothin' more to be had out 
on him. He did kind o' trust they'd be good to his 
mother, when she was left alone, an' poor, an' that 
Pete 'ud never take a whip to Nancy, 'cause she wasn't 
used to it. As fur him, 'twan't no matter what 
become of him ; they needn't know nor care. 'Twas 
enough that he wouldn't never be in an^bod:^'^^^ 
any more. An' then he bid Pete good.-\>ye) ^\i! ^iialY^ \N» 
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was longer than he thought far, perhaps, but that 
'twas no use lookin* fur him, for he wan't wuth the 
sarch, an' wouldn't be found no way/' 

The kind-hearted and excitable smith did not 
enunciate the above phrases of piteous import, without 
pausing several times to brush awaj a tear, and now 
and then whimpering outright As he finished he 
lifted his hat, drew from its crown an old silk hand- 
kerchief, and having wiped his face and forehead 
energetically, replaced it, with the resolute air of one 
who, repenting of a weakness, meant thus to wipe 
away every trace of effeminacy, and be ready to act 
the man again. 

The farmer, whose easy, phlegmatic temperament 
saved him from extreme action or insensibility in any 
case, merely looked very grave, and ejaculated, — " Sad 
piece o' business ! altogether a sad piece o' business T' 

" I've ihougM all along," said the Smith, at length, 
after a decorous and feeling pause had somewhat ex- 
pressed the solemnity both men experienced in view of 
the catastrophe, "that there was no accountin' for 
Geordie's bein' out o' the way so at such a time as 
this." 

The smith was mistaken — he never had thought any 
such thing. He, like all his neighbours, had been 
satisfied with the report, innocently circulated by Van 
Hausen, that George had started the very day after 
the races, to once more seek employment at road- 
making in Virginia; and such was the distance that, 
in these days, when railroads and telegraphs were un- 
known, nobody expected that the news of his uncle's 
death would overtake or recall him immediately. 

Now, however, that this terrible development had 
thrown light upon the past, and excited the smith's 
imagination to the utmost, he conscientiously believed 
that he had all along been haunted by a presentiment 
that there was more trouble and mischief brewing for 
the JRawIesj that he bad irota the first considered 
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Geordie's absence mysterious and alarming, and that 
nothing but the confidence other people seemed to feel 
had kept him silent. 

Nor were these presentiments, after the fact, pecu- 
liar to the smith. His imagination in this respect was 
perhaps less deceptive, and the intuitions he claimed to 
^have had, less prophetic than most of the men (to say 
nothing of the women) of the parish. Foreshadowings 
of the event, now that it was proclaimed, soon proved 
to have been universal if one could believe the gos- 
siping egotism with which each claimed to have been 
foremost in anticipating this desperate act of self- 
destruction; and as to its motive, there was such 
clearness of conviction in the popular mind that to 
doubt would have been a heresy, certain to be visited 
with contempt if too obdurate to be overcome by ar- 
gument. 

Thus there was scarce an instance of non-conformity 
to the general opinion, and the sentiments expressed 
by Farmer Bycker and the blacksmith, as they con- 
tinued their dialogue, were a fair sample of those which 
went the rounds of the neighbourhooid. 

^^^Twas kind o' strange," said Farmer Rycker, mu- 
singly, in reply to the smith's suggestion, that Geordie's 
absence had been mysterious from the beginning; then 
the idea which had struck the former as a novel one 
growing familiar while he reflected on it, he added, 
confidently, " I thought so from the fust." 

" Why," said the blacksmith, *' the mornin' I came 
down from the mountain, 'fore I'd half finished tellin* 
my wife 'bout the murder, an' the rope, an' the tracks, 
an' the crowd there was there, and all — 'Where's 
Geordief says she, *warn't he there?' *Ko, he 
wam't,' says I ; and then I scratched my head, and 
thought a minute — * Queer I' says I, ' but he wam't.' " 
" An' he wam't to the ball at Stein's/' remarked the 
farmer. ** I missed him there." 

"No," replied the smith, "he "waa eo W^ ^qt^x^ 
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about Nancy that night, he warn'fc np to dancing, nor 
any other kind o' frolickin'. I shod the mare myself 
an I was as sure as a dollar sheM ^in. 'Twas a 
plaguy shame and an awful disappintment to the lad." 
"So I heerd tell," said the &rmer, "but 'twas a 
kind o' thing he'd no business to calkerlate on, any 
way." 

" True nuf, and he wouldn't have," said the smith, 
apologetically, " only he'd been gettin' pooty desp'rate 
afore that Td seen it workiu' in his face. I thought 
what 'twould come ter." 

"Do tell!" exclaimed the farmer, "there hain't 
never been sich a thing in the Eawle family afore, has 
there 1" 

" Not as I know on," was the curt reply ; " but there 
must allers be a fust." 

" If s a dreadful end for a man to come ter." 
" Oh, dreadful I the wust kind." 
" It's an awful «iw," said the farmer. " How will 
he ever dare stand before Qod at the judgment bar f 
he added, in a tone which excluded all hope of 
heavenly mercy ; for, like most men of his day, a day 
when the causes and nature of suicide, with the aberra- 
tion of mind which almost invariably precedes the act, 
were but little understood, the farmer looked upon the 
crime as one for which there was no atonement, and 
which even the gentle virtue of charity must steel her- 
self against immovably. 

" Poor feller ! poor Geordie ! I'm sorry for him any- 
how," said the smith, giving way to an irresistible 
impulse of humanity. 

" It don't do to give in to your feelin's in these 'ere 
things," asserted the farmer. " It's a terrible sinful 
act in a young man thaf s had pious parents an' a good 
bringin' up." 

" Mebbe so," replied the smith ; " but I can't help 
thinkin' what a horrid state o' mind the poor lad must 
ha' been in 'fore he got worked up to't. He's had lots 
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o' crosses and disappintments, Geordie has — lots; 
an' now this is the windin' up. The lad may ha' been 
to blame, but I can't help pityin' him. I hain't a 
a gt*ain o' pity, though, for them that's got this thing 
to lay at their door — not a grain," and the smith 
became excited as he spoke. ''I'd as soon take 
Geordie's chance at the judgment bar, any day, as that 
o' them that hurried him there." 

" Wal, I couldn't say as I'd ventur' on any sich risk 
an that," argued the prudent farmer. '' There's a door 
o' salvation allers left open to them the Lord spares ; 
them that flies in his face shuts it behind 'em, to my 
thinkin'." 

" That's good reasonin'," replied the smith ; " but 
when a feller's driv' past reasonin', he ain't more'n 
half responsible — that's my way of argufyin', an' I'd 
as sooD stand before God's bar this day in Geordie's 
place as behind the tavern bar in Stein's ; that's jest 
my notion o' things now." 

" Stein's been hard on the boy, I dare say 1" The 
farmer put this remark interrogatively. The farmer 
was a gossip, and, though cautious himself, was 
anxious to draw his companion out. 

" Hard ! he's hard on everybody's boy. I can't keep 
my 'prentices away from that groggery of his'n — no, 
nor my own boy nuther, as to that," muttered the 
smith. " I tell yer," he continued vehemently, " that 
Stein's a fox, and that tavern bar's a nuisance. What 
else brings all the rogues out of York to beat out old 
men's brains and turn young men's topsy-turvy 1" 

"It's a bad consam," responded Rycker, "but 
there's temptations everywhere; young folks must 
keep out o' the way on 'em, that's all ; must go round 
the stump, as I tell my Joe. But, speakin' o' Baultie, 
they say he was mightily tight-fisted with Geordie. 
I don't mean to say no ill o' the dead, but I've heern 
tell as. how he an' Stein together were poo^J ^^^^c^- 
vatin' in that Yirginoy road-bui\diCL \>\\&mQai&. ^ 
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don't mean to say 'twas so^rve merely heem 
teU on't" 

" There ain't no question 'twas jest so," replied the 
smith ; " they all pulled one way, and that was agin 
poor Geordie. Why, you see how 'twas ; even Peter, 
Peter Stein, thick-skulled ninny as he is, could come 
it over Greordie in money matters." 

" Take it altogether 'twas pooty discouragin,' " 
commented the farmer, in a sympathetic voice ; then, 
as if fearing that he might fall into the weakness of 
apologizing for crime, he added, in an implacable 
tone, " 'tain't no excuse though for such a cry in' sin 
an' shame as Geordie's been guilty on now — ^'tain't no 
excuse, I say." 

" Law, farmer," said the smith, emphatically, 
" twan't any o' them things did the business. What's 
the use o' mincin' matters, goin' round and round the 
stump, as you say?" Then, with the air of an 
attorney who has reached the vital point in his argu- 
ment, he continued — " Them things was irritatin', an' 
got him worked up to a red heat ; but the f other was 
the hlow^^ — and he brought his hand down on the back 
of the farmer's horse with the same swing, if not the 
same force, with which he would have struck his anvil. 
The horse started. The smith was thrown off his 
balance. 

"Who? what!" cried the farmer to the smith. 
" Whoa ! whoa !" to his horse. 

" Why, that confounded girl of Cousinses," answered 
the smith, recovering himself ; " if any livin* bein's 
out an' out responsible for the end the lad's come ter, 
it's her." 

The smith spoke in a tone of assurance from which 
there was no appeal. The farmer, without questioning 
the fact, responded, " Wal, I've heerd our folks say 
Geordie was soft in that 'ere quarter — has been allers. 
Wiat'fl been to pay there ? I want to know ? Did 
she give him the slip, or wW\.V* 
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'^ Hang her ! I onlj wish she'd done that long ago, 
an' made a free man on][him ; but 'stead o' that she's 
blown hot an' blown cold for this dozen year, drivin' 
the poor feller from fevers to agur-fits only to give 
him a death-blow at last. If that ga^'s conscience 
don't gnaw on her when she gits this day's news — 
wal, it's because her heart's as hard as my anvil 
yonder." 

''She's got another sweetheart, they say," said 
Rycker ; " been keepin' company with that young 
cap'n up at the tavern." 

" 'Coui-se she has," replied the smith ; "didn't you 
see 'em sparkin' the night o' the ball 1 * What 'ud 
Geordie say to that V says I to my old 'oman ? ' The 
consated thing,' says she ; * there won't no good come 
on't ; now you mark my words, husband, there won't 
no good come of Angle Cousin's cuttin' such shines 
with that 'ere stranger chap.' " 

" Geordie wan't there to hold his own," remarked 
the former. " Geordie kept out o' the way and give 
her a clean swing that night." 

" 'Cause why f 'Cause he was cut out, and he know'd 
it. Time has been when Geordie wouldn't a gin in to 
nobody ; but whar's the use o' fightin' agin luck 1 and 
all Geordie's good luck's desarted him o' late. I was 
glad he wan't gawkin' round at the ball, for my part. 
A pooty figur he'd a made playin' second fiddle to 
that 'ere furrin monkey. I wish he'd had the spunk 
to give him a drubbin' next day, and tell Angie 
Cousin to go to the devil with her airs. Most any on 
us would ha' backed him up in that 'ere. Howsome- 
ever, if he must needs complain to her like a baby, an' 
then go drown himself like a dog, — wal I — I — I wish 
he'd been more of a man, I do j but I can't help pityin' 
him, nuther." 

" Thalfs it ; he's died like a dog," said the farmer, 
catching at that portion of the smith's com\£L<^\:)X£crj 
which coincided most closely wltloL li\& uoXKoxl oi ^^ 
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nature of Geordie*8 crime and its consequences. ** An' 
what's more, he'll be hurried like a dog ; an' the door 
o' marc/s shut on his soul same as it would be on 
what's left of a dead beast An' so ends that branch 
o' the Bawle stock ! I see long ago thatit was comin' 
to ruin. Van Hansen had hopes o' the lad an' a good 
word to speak for him ; can't say as I had. See now 
who was right. It's a disgraceful thing to ha' bap- 
pened in an honest neighbourhood, an' a warniu' to all 
young men that's a runnin' down hill. I shall hold 
it over our Joe's head if ever I see him a gettin' uu- 
stidj. But as you say neighbour," in a qualifying 
tone, " the young 'ooman's to blame. What did she 
want to be smirking with the aristocricy fur, an' jiltin' 
a clever Jarsey feller that she's known all her life. 
Farmers' sons is good enough for my gals; what's 
Cousins's darter got to boast of that she shonld^be 
allers apin' city gentry. I reckon that 'ere Inrass- 
buttoned chap of a Britisher's only been makin' a fool 
on her. He'll desart her in a twinkin', like enough, 
an' sarve her right." 

" Has so !" exclaimed the smith ; " was off like a 
rocket^ an' never stayed to bid her good-bye as I've 
heern tell. Angie Cousin's allers held her head pooty 
high. Somehow she had Frenchy kind o' ways like 
the old man, an' couldn't help bein' genteel. No- 
body'd ha' liked her the wuss Ibr't if she'd only be- 
haved herself; indeed, she's been a pop'ler kind of a 
gal But she'll be pinted at now all her days, an' she 
richly desarves it." 

" Geordie's relations '11 all be down on her," sug- 
gested Rycker ; " it'll help to clear him, you see, so if 11 
be nateral." 

"It'll be nateral enough they should owe her a 
grudge. Van Hansen was a cussin' her last night at 
the tavern ; the last words I heered him kind o' mut- 
terin' in his throat was, * Cuss that gal.' " 

'' He knew con8id'ab\e'V>o\x\i ife, t\v^\i'l How shonld 
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he, I wonder ] he hain't no family, an' he ain't 
round much to see what's a goin* on 'mong the young 
folks." 

" Wal, it seems Angle owned up to him the morniu' 
arter Baultie's affair, that she an' Geordie'd quarrelled 
the day before, an' she hadn't seen him since, an' didn't 
expect to. 'Twas that made him so sure the lad had 
started off for Virgin ny in a huff. O, Van Hansen 
never minces matters : when he heerd o' this thing he 
laid it all to her door, same's I do — same as everybody 
will, allers." 

** She's got a great load to bear, then," remarked 
Hycker. 

Apparently Rycker's horse, which, since he had be- 
come quieted after the smith's blow, had stood with 
tolerable patience waiting for the conclusion of this 
dialogue, had come to the conviction that he had a 
great load to bear too. The smith, always a lounger 
when not at work at his forge, was hanging his whole 
weight on the horse's neck. The weight of the wagon 
was pressing on him, too, from behind. He now 
made a restless motion, dislodged the smith, and re- 
minded his master of business. 

" Time I was off," said the latter ; •* whoa I whoa, 
there ! won't you ?" and having slowly mounted his 
wagon, and checked the restlessness of his horse, he 
looked back at the smith with an eye longing for more 
of the late exciting gossip. '^ Sad story I've got to 
carry back with me to the farm— enough fur one day 1" 
Then, with a quick after-thought, <* Fraps if I come 
back this way, you'll ha' learned how they take it up 
to the cottage ; how Maigery bears it ; what Baultie's 
widder has to say to the dominie ; and whether Angie 
Cousin's consid'able took down. Sorry I've got to go 
to mill this momin' — out o' the way place ; however, 
the boss'll be glad to hear the news. Whoa !" — to the 
horse, which had gone on several paces. ^' Look here," 
— leaning back, and speaking in a raised ^o\c^ \a >3^<^ 
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smith, who was standing deserted in the middle of the 
road, "you'll be down to the tavern, an* seein' the 
neighbours; you'll pick up all there is goin' ! Ill 
come back this way, anyhow, — d'yor hear 1" — scream- 
ing out the question. " Find out all yer can l" then 
in a louder voice yet, as he moved off, " d*yer hear T 



CHAPTER XV. 

BREAKING THE NEWS. 

Dominie Van Zandt was a man whose doctrine 
was as hard as the nether millstone, and whose heart 
was as soft as the lily-cup that floats in the sun just 
above the mill-wheed, and knows nothing about the 
grinding process that is going on below. 

As the dominie drove past the tavern in his " shay," 
steeling himself, as he best could, with the thought 
of sin, judgment, and endless perdition, he might have 
been mistaken for the awful and willing messenger of 
doom. As he stood at the cottage door, and knocked, 
his pit-a-pit touch sounded as if he feared rousing the 
inmates rather than as if he craved admittance. 

Angie opened the door. He thanked her by laying 
his hand kindly on her head. A gentle benediction — 
h&r head too ! — a spot on which thunderbolts of blame 
and retribution ought rather to fall ! and he knew it. 
What business had he to leave a blessing there 
instead) 

How it awed her — poor girl ! and added to her 
fright at seeing the dominie. 

He passed into the kitchen. The two old women 
were sitting opposite each other at the two sides of the 
6replsLoe. He saluted them with his pld-^hione^ 
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courtesy, and took a cbair^ which Angie placed for 
him between them. 

Then he coughed — coughed badly; it was severe 
weather for old men, robust old men, like him ; why 
shouldn't he cough, and blow his nose, and stammer, 
and cough again ? 

Margery sat staring at him like one petrified. Han- 
nah's head was obstinately turned away. Each be- 
lieved herself the object of Jiis visit. Margery felt as 
the victim of some secret and gnawing cancer might 
feel, who sees in every new-comer the expected sur- 
geon, and suspects that he has a sharp knife in his 
pocket. Hannah had already known something of his 
practice, for he had made one professional visit to the 
cottage since Baultie's death, and finding her in a 
vindictive state of mind, had exercised his gifts in her 
behalf by warning her of a wralh more mighty than 
her own, of which he assured her she had plainly been 
made the subject in the late signal event in her house- 
hold — a style of reasoning which had only served to 
harden her the more. This wrath which he spoke of 
was the same with which she had threatened Polly 
Stein; but it was quite another thing to have the 
arm of terror raised against herself, so that she now 
turned her back upon him, offended and obdurate. 
Neither of these old women knew how tender the 
dominie could be when he felt himself off duty. 

" My visit to-day is to you, ma'am,'* were his opening 
words, addressed to Margery. Hannah edged round 
in her chair at this ; JS^trgery clung to the arms of 
hers. 

<< My errand is a painful one, ma'am, very ; your 

son George ;" here he faltered. Hannah bent 

forward eagerly, Margery only stared with glassy eyes 
— << has met with a sad &te." 

At ibis there was a bound from the further side of 
the kitchen, and two young, strong arms were £ung 
^pund Mavgery^ who involuntarily relaxed b&x V^\ 
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upon the arms of Iier chair, and accepted the liviog- 
support thus afforded her. Standing with George's 
mother pressed to her bosom, her form braced up to 
meet the shock, and a dilated eje that for the moment 
put fate at defiance, Angie awaited the next word. 

'^ Once have I spokeu, twice, also, hast thou heard 
it,'' said the minister, '^ that power belongeth unto 
God. Truly the Lord's hand is heavy upon this house. 
The voice of his warning has but yesterday been heard 
on the mountain-top" — and he waved his hand 
solemnly in the direction of Hannah ; " and now," 
fixing his eye sympathetically on Margery j *' the sea 
has given up its dead. Your son's been missing, I 
hear, for this ten days, ma'am. Still I am afraid it 
will be a great shock, when I tell you that they've 
found j" here the minister faltered. 

'' Found what ?" screamed Hannah, whose ear bad 
caught her nephew's name, and an allusion to some 
discoveiy, and whose quick eye saw that the minister 
hesitated, and that her sister-in-law had no courage to 
bid him proceed. 

" His body !" — spoken impressively, and in a tone 
meant for deaf as well as hearing ears. 

As he uttered the fatal words — before he uttered 
them even — when they had merely framed themselves 
visibly on his lips — Angle's arms were loosened from 
their embrace of Margery ; all the fibres of her body, 
so strained an instant before, suddenly slacke^^ed, and 
as if smitten by the thunderbolt^ whose stroke she was 
deemed to merit, she sank down, down to the very 
floor^ giving utterance to no sound — simply sliding 
lower and lower, until her knees touched the hearth 
at Mai'gery's feet. She cast one look upwards at the 
agonized features of the mother, met an answering 
look, which none but she could understand^ then buried 
her face in the old woman's lap, and two withered 
hands were crossed on the bowed head. 

And BO they met the shock. In a silence, awful. 
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stony, unbroken by word or cry, they sustained them- 
selves UDder this new crisis — sustained each other, 
too ; for the young arms that enfolded the old frame, 
and would have shielded it if they could, and the old 
hands that dropped protectingly on the young head, 
were the seals to a league of mutual support and faith 
as solemn as if confirmed by an oath. 

And that was all. They asked no questions. They had 
no need to ask any ; they saw it all : — the desperation, 
the guilt, the flight, the remorse, the madness, the sui- 
cide. All but the last act of the drama had been lived 
over by them already. Hearts that had almost ceased 
to beat at the awful dread that he might some day 
venture to return ; souls that had trembled at their 
own vital union with his soul, wandering, living, and 
yet lost ; eyes that had looked, night and day, on a 
vision of prisons, scaffolds, and his strangled corpse ; 
ears that had rung with the world's hiss, and his de- 
spairing cry, — what was there left that could strike 
horror into such 1 Nothing but the fulfilment of their 
worst fears. Certainly not the cold, watery grave 
with its secrecy, its silence, and its long repose. 

True, there was the added crime of self-destruction. 
But what of that ? Justice had condemned him already. 
The strictest creed could do no more, they thought ; or, 
rather, did they think at all — could they 1 These two 
poor women had not the moral courage to balance 
against the horrors of discovery the ray of hope life 
might yet offer to his soul, and so bargain for shame 
that repentance might ensue. They had not logic 
enough to calculate thus, nor Christian faith and forti- 
tude enough bravely to meet and bear God's will in 
any case. In this moment of dread they could only 
take counsel of their fears, and with a sense of relief 
mingling with . their agony, forget to re-condemn the 
ciirainal, while assenting to the whisper of their timid 
hearts, '' Better death than betrayal." 

So they bore up wonderfully, as people say. Hannah 
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Bawle and the dominie never said 80| tkough ; not, at 
leasts in any congratulatory Benseii They wondered, 
nevertheless, each in a characteristic way, and came 
to wholly diverse oenclusions, satis&ctory to neither. 

*' Murder !" was the emphatic asseveration with 
which Hannah atoned for everybody eWs silence after 
the first announcement. 

The dominie shook his head, at the same time 
watching Margery, not Hannah, for the effect of his 
words. 

'' Not murder) Accident, then ! Good Lud ! how 
did it happen 1" 

Again the dominie shook his head, still anxiously 
measuring with his eye the mother's power of endur- 
ance, as well as that of Angie, who had risen and stood 
beside Margery, rigid and calm. Hannah, also, shot a 
glance at them, an indignant glance. '^ Are those women 
made of stone T she thought " Don't they care what's 
become of the boy I Has nobody but me any interest 
in this matter?" and she proceeded with her ques- 
tioning. 

And so, by a few vehement queries, she extracted all 
that the minister knew, stabbing Margery and Angle 
with her eyes between whiles, and condemning them 
for what she thought their unnatural want of feeling. 

Want of feeling ! As if Hannah knew what torture 
may precede palsy ! what a winter of grief torpor may 
betoken 1 Oh, the presumption of those who dare to 
fathom other souls, to take the measure of another's 
grief, to weigh human woe ! They knOw as much 
about it, perhaps, as Hannah knew of the meaning of 
those glazed, tearless eyes, those mute, imcomplaining 
lips, that rigid, patient posture, and no more ! 

How much the minister knew about it, it is impos- 
sible to say. It astonished him, for he had never 
witnessed such an instance before in all his round of 
pastoml duty. But he knew enough to respect it It 
reacted on 1dm, to6, like a spell, putting to flight all 
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his harsh dogmas, checking his preconceived con- 
demnation of the crime he had come hither to stig- 
matize as the unpardonable sin of Scripture; silenciDg 
his warning against the spiritual contagion that mere 
sympathy with the poor criminal might involve; hum- 
bling the pride of the preacher, who presumes to sit in 
judgment; in a word, lifting his theology, at a bound, 
to a level with his heart. 

Gossip gained nothing from the report of Dominie 
Van Zaudt. "They took it very quietly, they said 
nothing," was all that curiosity could extract frnrn him ; 
and when, on Sunday next, an unusually large congre- 
gation assembled in anticipation of a hot vindication 
of the truth, that repeated afflictions in a household 
are signal proofs of God's relentless anger against those 
predestined to wrath, many were disappointed at the 
meekness of his text — " I was dumb; I opened not my 
mouth, because thou didst it/' 

For the first time in his life the good man found 
nothing to say, in vindication of God's wrath, or in 
condemnation of man's guilt. Impressed and awed by 
a vague sense of mystery, he could only exclaim to 
himself or to others, *' How unsearchable are His judg- 
ments, and His ways past finding out 1" 
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CHAPTER XVL 

THE LONG WATCH OVER. 

There were three palpable results of this fresh cata- 
strophe in the Hawle family. Angie went home to her 
father, Margeiy sank into a nonentity, Hannah ruled 
the house. There was no motive for Angie's further 
continuance at the cottage, nor did Margery remon- 
strate, even by a look, when she said — " I will carry 
our bed upstairs; you will not mind sleeping with her 
now (pointing to Hannah) ; I will go home to-night." 
The period of watching and suspense was over, that of 
endurance simply was begun. So long as they were 
peeriug into each night's darkness in expectation of 
catching some glimpse of the fugitive, so long as they 
fancied they heard his cry in every whistle of the night 
wind, they had instinctively looked to each other for 
aid in some possible emergency; but now that he lay 
stiff, stark, and still — now that he had surrendered 
himself to the last enemy, Death — all lesser powers 
were disbanded, and the long watch was over. Margery 
felt that henceforth she could lie down by the side of 
Hannah — of Hannah, the avenger still, in heart, but 
the avenger disaimed. Angie realized that the neces- 
sity for co-operation between herself and Margery was 
past ; that their suffering would be none the less mutual 
because endured apart, and that her only rightful place 
was home. 

Home ! word of so much meaning to the happy 1 of 
so much more to the miserable ! The place where the 
highest joy is concentrated ! the corner in which the 
deepest grief may hide ! the garden where Innocence 
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sports ia the sunshine ! the only shady spot in which 
Kemorse can find a grave ! 

Poor Angie ! A little while ago so bright, so beau- 
tiful, so gay a thing, it seems hard to consign her thus 
to a dreary tomb. But to the heart crushed out of 
life, the hopes annihilated, the soul given over to con- 
trition and despair, what is there left but burial? For 
a while we must leave her then to solitude, darkness, 
and the undying worm. 

And Margery ! O mothers, pity her ! Sometimes 
she went wandering round the house, with that strange 
restlessness which no change of place can satisfy, no 
bodily weariness exhaust. Sometimes she sat gazing 
at one spot for hours, her hands— oh! who does not 
know the expression of grief-struck hands 1 — no tongue 
can tell to those whom sorrow has not initiated — no 
eye but that of sympathy can detect that mute holding 
on to each other on the part of despairing hands. It 
is the silent griefs that hide thus between the palms ; 
and Margery's grief, from first to last, was dumb. 
Those continual complaints, those long-drawn sighs, 
those self-pitying ejaculations which had been her dis- 
tinguishing characteristic, had all died into the still 
depth of an unbroken silence. Whether it were cau- 
tion, or fear, or the very paralysis of despair, her lips 
henceforth refused the common utterances of sorrow ; 
her bosom heaved no groans ; the " O dears I" and the 
" Ah mes !" of her former life had shrunk dismayed 
from the presence of a blasting woe. 

Only sympathy could comprehend this, and Hannah 
Kawle possessed no such spiritual talisman. Hannah 
was a strong woman. Well might she be. Her nature 
was one of those that find vent for themselves, and she 
had never been chafed and worn away in any vital part 
by emotions that gnaw inwardly and sap the life. Her 
grief at her husband's death had half exploded already 
in fierce invectives and threats against his murderers^ 
and in like manner her vexation, fox ^\xc^\i V^\si\^gK)^^«^ 
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be termed, at George's wretched fate, was destined to 
find an outlet in alternate reproaches of the poor youth 
and regret at his untimely end. She put a constraint 
upon herself, indeed, during the minister's visit, which 
was brief. She didn*t want any of his consolation, she 
jaid. She'd had enough of it. But henceforward she 
jfficiated, both outwardly and in her own estimation, 
M head of the household and chief mourner. Not 
that she put on mourning, as the saying is, or claimed 
the commiseration of the neighbourhood. Far from 
it. Nobody wore mourning for Baultie or Greordie 
either. Their relations were all too poor, too niggardly, 
or too primitive for that. Neither did Hannah crave 
anybody's pity, nor tolerate visits of condolence, which, 
fortunately, few persons dreamed of paying. But it 
was she alone, who, from this time, presumed to lift 
the veil which was suffered to rest upon the past. She 
alone ventured to compare what was, with what had, 
or might have been, and lament the bitterness of the 
household lot; thus performing, after a fashion, her 
share, and, as she believed, more than her share, of the 
mourning; an office which did not prevent her also 
usurping the direction of affairs, and by her own 
native force of character, taking immediate precedence 
of Margery in all things pertaining to their mutual 
welfare. 

" Of course, as things has turned out so misfortnuate, 
I shall jest keep on here 'long with Margery," was her 
mental resolve. " Margery 's a poor, weak critter I 
Only look at her now, potterin' round as if she was 
tryin' to hunt up her scattered wits. She's a poor, 
broken-down thing, an' don't more'n half know what 
she's about. Why, she's acted as if she was afeard fur 

her life ever since they killed my old man, till now ; 
an' now she don't seem to have life enough left in her 

to feel any great struck up about Geordie. Why, I've 
seen her take on wuss when the potatoes got scorched 

agin the bottom o' the pot iu the bilin'. It's lucky 
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Geordie's got me to grieve for him^^ (and a great 
involuntary tear rolling down her cheek testified to 
the sincerity with which she fulfilled her office, for 
Hannah, whose stem, reserved nature allied her to but 
few, had really loved the lad) — "yes, it's lucky he's 
got one raal mourner, for bis mother hain't got sperit 
enough to feel any o' the shame or sorrer that she 
ought ter on his account, an' the gal seems as cool as 
a cowcumber too, conaiderin' she an' Geordie's been 
sparkin' together this dozen year." 

Margery's helplessness and inefficiency being as- 
sumed, and Hannah's prerogative unquestioned from 
the first, it naturally devolved on the latter to re- 
ceive and act upon her brother Dick's report of the 
result of his painful investigations into the fact of 
George's death, with all the attendant oircumstanoe^^ 
so far a& they were revealed — such as the identification 
of the body, the t^e, manner, and place of tiie event, 
and its probable motive and cause. 

With respect to the last point only could there be 
any opportunity for doubt or discussion* The rest 
resolved itself into a series of statements sufficiently 
proved, and leaving no ground for further, inquiry or 
hope. 

" It's him 1 — ^you've seen him 1 — ^he's dead, then ] — 
it's all true 1" 

Each of these questions was responded to by a con- 
firmatory nod on the part of Van Hansen, — solemn, 
awful nods, — a stroke of fate each. Perhaps it was 
dread of the effect of his communication ; perhaps it 
was the natural reticence of a man who had looked on 
things unutterable; possibly it was merely because 
Hannah, who had put the questions, was keen-eyed 
and dull of ear, that he nodded and did not speak. He 
had come in just at dusk, leaving the horse, on which 
he had ridden to and from the city, since morning, 
saddled outside. He had laid a clumsy bundle on the 
table as he entered, and had seated ViTn^^ \\l ^ ^^ 
dose against the wali^ 
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Hannah groaned aloud ; Margery, seemingly play- 
ing the second part, only looked and listened in her 
vacant way. Angie, who had purposely delayed 
goinghomeuntil after Yan Haosen's anxiously expected 
visit, but who dreaded to encounter him face to face, 
gazed tremblingly out from the corner of a dark 
passage in the cellar- way, where she had taken refuge 
on his entrance. 

So much had already been comprehended in 
Hannah's brief questions and Van Hansen's nods, 
that it seemed for a moment as if there was nothing 
more to a$k or answer. Yan Hansen took advantage 
of the pause to feel in his pocket for a second parcel, 
rise and lay it beside the larger bundle on the table, 
and then sit down again. All eyes followed him and 
&stened themselves on the table, burdened as it was 
with these sad trophies. 

" His things Y* murmured Hannah. 

Dick nodded again. 

Margery rose, went to the table, and bent over it. 

"Where did he jump off]" was Hannah's next 
bald question. 

Dick shook his head from side to side, intimating 
that he didn't know. 

Margery had meanwhile untied the silk handker- 
chief, — George's handkerchief, — in which the well- 
known coat, — his coat, was wrapped. Now she drew 
the outer edges of the handkerchief slowly between 
her thumb and foreGnger, as if measuiing it, length 
and breadth j then unfolded the coat, and one after 
another, passed the palm of her hand gently over 
each of its great silver buttons, — ancestral buttops, — 
the only relic of old Han's prosperity that fell to 
Margery's share. How often she had polished them 
for Sundays I How sadly the tarnished things needed 
it now ! 

Then she let the coat drop suddenly from her 
Jjflndsj 03 if, burdened with, a weight of memories, it 
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had proved too heavy for her to hold ; but she still 
hovered over the table. They all watched her. 
Angie leaned forward from the cellar-way, in the 
rear of Dick's chair; — with one shrinking eye 
on him, she strained the other in the direction of 
Margery. 

The poor mother had taken fresh courage, had 
convulsively unfolded the lesser parcel, and was 
examining its contents. 

"His watch r asked Hannah of her brother, as 
Margery grasped the rusty silver time-piece, and 
the heavy-linked chain and old-fashioned seal rattled 
with a familiar click, — ^familiar to the mother's ear 
long before the younger George was bom (for the 
watch had been his father's, — the family heirloom on 
the Rawle side). 

The question was responded to by another assenting 
nod from Dick, who, rising, laid his finger impres- 
sively on the face of the watch, the rusty hands of 
which still pointed out the hour — half-past two. 
They all shuddered ; they knew that that was the 
hour which had sounded George's death-knell. 

It was more than the poor mother could bear to 
look upon. She closed one hand over the watch, 
jealously hiding it, even from her own eyes. Perhaps 
she dreaded lest the thing which had once seemed 
endowed with life, and still had power to reveal a 
truth, might speak out and betray all. However 
that might be, she clutched it instinctively, gathered 
up the coat and handkerchief in her feeble, trembling 
arms, and, without waiting for any further revelation, 
crept from the room, and went tottering with her 
burdens up the narrow stairway to George's attic, 
there to hide these new tokens of her misery in the 
place where they had once belouged. 

Van Hansen drew a long breath when she had 
gone. His tongue, seemed loosened too, Ea»\\.^- 
grained as he mi^ht be, his child\vke c^m^^\V3 ^''^ 
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heart interpreted Marger/B condition more truly 
than HanniJi, or even the dominie, had interpreted it. 
Touched, as the friends of Job were by the greatness 
of his calamity, he had not ventured to speak a 
word unto her, for he saw that her giief was veiy great. 

" What a day's work this has been for a man P he 
exclaimed, when she had gone. ''Thank God, it's 
about over." 

'' Was he much changed ? '' inquired Hannah, who 
did not hear her brother's exclamation ; but who, in 
the greater license afforded by Margery's absence, 
could no longer restrain her anxiety for the parti- 
culars. 

"Purty consid'able," said Dick. "Don't ask me! 
'Tain't no need to say nuthin 'bout it to her nuther," 
— pointing in the direction where Margery had 
disappeared. 

"Law, she hain't no curosity, not a mite," said 
Hannah ; " she's jest dumbfounded. How long since 
it happened, do yer s'pose 1" 

" Nigh on ter the time he's been missin'. If he'd 
given himself a chance to come to his senses he 
wouldn't ha' done it. But that gal just sent him 
to destruction flyin'." 

''What gall" 

" That piece o' mischief you've been harbourin' 
her — that darter o' Cousinses j my cuss on her, and 
the cuss of all honest folks! What's that?" and 
Dick turned suddenly in his chair. 

It was only a movement, a slight rustling sound 
in the cellar-way, too slight a sound for Hannah to 
notice ; and Dick, concluding it was rats, righted 
himself almost immediately in his seat. 

Angle, who had already heard too much, poor 

thing ! waited for no more ; but as soon as she had 

recovered from the shock Dick's words had given her, 

and made sure that she was undiscovered, crept 

atealtbily down the cellar Btaii^) ^ud found her way 
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out of the house by an ignominious passage, ordinal 
rily used only by the rats, the frequency of whose 
presence in these quarters had secured and covered 
her retreat. 

"Fudge!" said Hannah; "don't tell me that. 
The boy wan't sich a fool." 

"He was, though; an' he ain't the fust man that's 
been driven to perdition by a woman l" 

" Nonsense ! You may tell me that till you're black 
an' blue, Dick. I don't b'lieve it. What in the world 
could a chit like her do to bring Greordie to sich a 
pass?" 

" Jilt him ! turn the cold shoulder on him ! threaten 
him ! turn him out o' doors, an' the like I" 

" My stars !" cried Hannah, firing up, and becoming 
Angie's champion at once, for she saw the drift of 
Dick's argument, "has a gal got to take up with 
whoever comes loafin' round, fur fear the feller 'ill 
drown himself? Next thing, like's not, you'll be 
blarain' his uncle Baultie an' me fur what's hap- 
pened !" 

"Wal, p'raps you was to blame some," growled 
Dick, bluntly. 

" No we wan't, nuther," said Hannah, emphatically, 
giving herself a mental jerk to clear her conscience of 
such little scruples as might adhere to it on this point. 
" What's the use, Dick, of accusin' the innocent, to say 
nothin' o' the dead, for the sake o' clearin' the guilty ? 
Jest as if his uncle an' me wouldn't ha' got over any- 
thing we had agin the lad, as soon as he showed himsdf 
a little bit stiddy ! Why, Baultie was as low-sperited 
as ever I seen him the night afore he died ; an' I 
more'n half mistrusted 'twas about the lad, though he 
never let on a word to me. He'd only held a tight 
rein with the boy, same as he would with a young 
colt. No," with another spasmodic resolve, " Baultie 
wan't responsible, nor the gal nuther. Plaguy fooll 
why couldn't he show a little more grltl li.QTCi\x&\)\Lvi 
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had an awful weak streak in him, jest like his mother. 
If he'd only known how to hold his own, he might ha' 
come in fur a share in his uncle Baultie's money — at 
least in what's left on't — an' might ha' lived 'long of 
his mother an' me, an' p'raps ha' inariicd the gal, 
arter all ; who knows 1 But i'stead o' that he must 
needs add sin to sin, an' crown all by destroyin' himself, 
soul an' body, an' shamin' all his relations inter the 
bargain ! No, you needn't tell me nothin' about it ; 
you allers was soft on Geordie, Dick, an' that jest 
spiles yer judgment. There's nobody to blame but 
himself; but there, what's the use o' talkin? — the 
poor lad's dead an' gone, an' there's the end on't." 

" Not quite the end 1" said Dick, in a gruff voice, 
and with an obstinate expression efface, wluch showed 
how little he was convinced or disturbed by his sister's 
reasoning. *' I have my 'pinions, and shall hold on to 
'em ; but I'm not much of a man for a talk ; what Pm 
waitin' here fur 's to consult with his mother about 
what's to be done with the body." 

" I vum, I never thought o' that !" said Hannah ; 
"but it's no use consultin' Margery. She wouldn't 
have a clear idee in the matter. Ain't there any 
place down ter York for disposin' o' cases like this 
'ere 1 Of course you wouldn't think o' bringing him 
homer 

" Wal, I dun know 'bout that." 

" Dun know. Why, Dick, what are yer thinkin' 
on 1 Bring him here to be pinted at, an' not allowed 
Christian burial ; p'raps be placed down there at the 
cross-roads as a warnin'. I declare agin that in 
the name o' the family, an' o' common sense, 't 
would make more talk than a leetle, an' be a lastin' 
disgrace." 

" Didn't think o' that T said Dick, musingly ; 
" don't want to make more talk 'bout the lad than 's 
necessary. P'raps, arter all, I'd better let the city 
folka manage same 's usual in these cases. They'll give 
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him six foot o' ground somewher', I s'pose — an' that's 
all anyhody can make nse on/' 

"Consecrated ground T asked Hannah, empha- 
tically. 

" Consecrated ! — ^yes. The arth 's the Lord's — the 
vrhole on't/' said Dick. " The Stein's Plains folks can 
narrer down their huryin'-ground to suit the width o' 
their notions. But the Lord Almighty asks no ques- 
tions ; an' trust me, I'll find a place for the poor lad 
somewher^ in his soil, and leave him in the care of the 
origioal Proprietor, to wait until the day of the 
resurrection." 

" And the Lord have marcy on his soul 1" said 
Hannah, with a groan, that implied the hopelessness 
of her prayer. 

" I ain't afraid but he will," responded Dick, with 
jealous warmth. " Anyway, the next world can't be 
harder on him than this has been." 

" His own fault," said Hannah, resolutely. 
" That's as folks may think," growled Van Hausen; 
then, anxious to avoid another argument, and willing 
to be spared another interview with Margery, he con- 
tinued, " Wal, anyhow Is'pose we've settled this matter 
— so I'll go 'long*" 

He had not ridden many rods down the road when 
he overtook Angle, who had not yet gained the shelter 
of home. Fleeing, as she did, in secret, she had come 
away without shawl or hood, and had thrown her 
dress over her head as a protection from the keen 
winter wind. She looked forlorn enough making her 
way through the snow, for there had been a second 
storm, and the cross roads were almost impassable ; 
but her appearance became more wild and eerie still, 
as hearing his horse's step she gave a quick glance 
behind her in the dusk, and saw who was approaching. 
" The cruel man ! he will ride me down !" was her 
first thought ; and crouching beneath the folds of her 
dress, she pprang aside into a deep Atiit:. Tt^^Vo^wft 
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shied suddenly, fnghtened, no doubt, at the unearthly 
apparition with its fluttering garments. Instinctively 
she dropped the disguise which had so startled the 
horse, thus baring her head and shoulders to the 
piercing wind. Van Hausen seized his heavy whip. 
" He will strike me dead !" she inwardly exclaimed, 
and looked up imploringly, her hands clasped together 
as if deprecating his anger, her hair streaming in the 
■wind. 

He saw her, and he did not see her ; he grasped the 
whip, but it was only, as it proved, to strike the horse, 
and riding off at double speed, he left her there 
as unnoticed as if she had been a stone. And to a 
stone her heart seemed to turn at this neglect. He 
had used no violence — he had only annihilated her 
with his scorn. It was no mistake, no mere suspicion 
on her part ; for, as then, so again and again in the 
future — he never seemed to see her — ^let him encounter 
her where or when, and they often met, he never 
appeared to be in the least degree conscious of her 
presence. 

No consummate actor ever played a part so well. 
No malice nor disdain, experienced elsewhere, so 
stung her to the quick as the unpremeditated revenge 
that had grown naturally out of this strong man's 
deep disgust. Long years of obloquy could not 
teach her more ful]y than she felt at this moment 
how utterly she had died to human favour, and thus 
to the world. 

No wonder that she hurried home to bury herself 
in that consecrated spot, — all that is left to her on 
earth. Well for her, too, that the earth is the 
Lord's — the whole of it. In his care let het spirit 
await a resurrection, and may he have mercy on her 
soul. 



A WINTER OF THE HEART. 191 



CHAPTER XVII. 

A WINTER OP THE HEART. 

God's love, Christ's peace, the presence of the Com- 
forter, — such are the solaces of afllicted saints. The 
unsanctified heart cannot repose in these, and sub- 
missively accept its pain. Still it is not without its 
helpers. The sun which shines on the evil and the 
good, and the rain which falls on the just and the 
unjust, are types of many blessings common to all 
the children of Earth. Time with healing on its 
wings, and work crowding hard upon work, soothe 
the heaviest griefs or drive them away by force, and 
thus God in his providence shows mercy even to the 
unthankful and the evil. " What can time do for 
me 1" cries the sufferer in his first agony. " Will not 
the cause of my sorrow continue for ever the same V 
Vain questions, which time alone can answer, but 
which it does answer day by day, as the h^rt be- 
comes used to its burden, then feels it lightened, 
perhaps at last altogether shakes off the load. 

But even time is but half a power berefb of its 
coadjutor, work. " I will work no more 1" is the 
rebellious resolve ; '^ I will merely fold my hands and 
weep." But necessity presses at first as a cruel task- 
master, th^i wears the aspect of a friend, and at last 
proves itself a deliverer. And so even earthly 
agencies beneficently triumph over pain, and the head 
bowed low by the storm is raised again to meet the 
sunshine. 

Let us see what these provisions of mercy have done 
for Angle. 

Winter dianged to spring. The mofoiVA ^sf^ 
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heavily, — still they went They brought occupatioti 
with them, too — plenty of it, for sickness was added 
to poverty, and labour to anxiety, in the farmhouse of 
Mr. Cousin. Old Happy Boose fell ill and died ; ' and 
in nursing the faithful servant and performing the 
household drudgery besides, Angie had little rest by 
night or day. She went through her tasks, indeed, 
like a machine — ^but like a machine, she never faltered 
nor complained. That Angie was able thus auto- 
matically to pursue the round of every-day duty, her 
usefulness imimpaired by the terrible shodcs she had 
sustained, only confirmed what was evidenced in the 
first stages of the confiict, that the necessity for action 
is the parent of self-control, and thus the preserver 
alike of reason and of health. But for the absolute 
demands that were made upon her that winter in her 
home. Angle's excitable temperament might have 
become so wrought upon, that her career would have 
ended in wasting disease or madness. As it was, 
God gave her earthly work to do, and her physical 
powers of endurance were brought out, and her senses 
maintained in their rightful equilibrium. Thus the 
hardening process commenced during the frosts of 
Christmas, and by spring she was inured to her lot. 
Inured, but not reconciled. There is one thing which 
time and work have no power to put to flight. For I 
dare not say that remorse can thus be banished or set 
aside. It is subject to a contrary law fix)m that which 
rules in all other forms of anguish. Earth and its 
agencies have no mission here. Only Heaven's 
touch can heal this inner smart, and Angle's remorse 
burned on. 

She had come too near to sin to escape its retribu- 
tion. Great crimes had overshadowed her with their 
horror, and a vague sense of participation in them had 
taken possession of her, and would not be driven 
away. Conscience was ever pointing down the gulf 
in which a soul had perished, and accusing her of 
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baving hurried it on to its doom. True, the crime 
was his, but it was she who had sharpened the instru- 
ment for the deed; she who had lit the fires of 
jealousy and desperation in which he had hardened 
himself for acts of violence and blood. True, she had 
only trifled with a loving heart, as thousands tnfle 
daily, and never wake to any consciousness of wrong, 
far less of actual crima But only in the light of 
fatal consequences do we see the power of oUr own 
misdeeds. Angle's eyes were opened, and she saw 
what she had done, — saw more than she had done, — 
for imagination lent itself to memory, and aggravated 
every offence. Volumes could never detail the 
windings of her mind as it roamed through all the 
passages of the past, rehearsing the devotion, the ten- 
derness, the patience of years on George's part ; the 
tyranny, the petulance, the caprice on hers; and 
speculating as to their possible bearing on the young 
man's character and destiny, her reflections always 
ending in a cold shudder as she recalled the ill-timed 
scorn, the bitter reproaches, the mocking laugh into 
which she had been betrayed on the night of the ball, 
and which had, as she felt assured, put the finishing- 
stroke to the young man's fisite. 

But though time and toil were no antidote to this 
poisoned sting, which always lay in wait for her peace 
of mind, they in some degree controlled its action and 
modified its influence upon her outward life. Goethe 
relates a fanciful story of an adventurous barber, who, 
for the sake of an alliance with a princess of the pigmy 
race, consented to a transformation from his own manly 
proportions to those of the minutest dwarfs. The 
process of contraction, which was simultaneous with 
the assumption of a magic ring, consisted of one ter- 
rible wrench which threatened to tear him limb from 
limb, after which he found himself dwarfed indeed, 
and subject to the unimagined, and, as they proved^ 
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unendarable comditioiis of his neir lot, but free from 
the first agonj of his metamotphose. 

The shook with which Aogie had been thrust from 
the heights of vanity and self-satis&ction to the depths 
of conscioos degradation and remorse, was an expe- 
rience of the moral nature not unlike that which the 
unforttmaie barber suffered in the flesh. As in his 
Cfls^ too, though her afler-condition was one of help- 
lessness and torment, the wrench she had endured in 
the transformation proved but temporary. As day 
after day passed on, her first bewilderment and horror 
gave place to a dull and settled misery. She became 
accustomed to the thought of Geordie as lost— eternally 
lost; of herself^ as in the same hopeless state; of the 
past, as a burden from which there was no escape, and 
of the future, as promising nothing but a continuation 
of pain. 8he whose moral mirror had heretofore re- 
flected a gay fiffure, flaunting in holiday finery, recog- 
nised herself through the dirt -and rags in which self- 
contempt had clothed her; she, who had danced 
through life with Hope for her partner, now sat down 
with Despair for her sole companion. And she be- 
came used to the Cinderella garb — ^used to the sad 
companionship— -or if habit fitiled to inure ber to them, 
hard work caine to its assistance. The cold perspira- 
tion, the momentary palsy of the heart which some 
times stole over, or seized upon her in her hours of 
deep despondency, were sure to be speedily dispelled 
by the demand for her services here, there, and every- 
where. In constant attendance upon her father, the 
household, and Happy Boose, she had little leisure to 
take the gauge of her own lot, real or imaginary, and 
even remoi*se found its best solace at the wash-tub, the 
oven, the kitchen hearth, the mop and broom, and the 
sick bed of the old negress. 

If there was any virtue in the half-sullen submission, 
the enforced drudgery, the <^tnpelled self-cohtempt, 
which at present conBtvtVxted the chief features of 
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Angle's life, it did not manifest itself outwardly. 
Whatever change there was in lier was apparently a 
change for the worse. She still Lad a word of encou- 
ragement for old Hap, a constrained smile for her 
father, a helping hand to spare now and then for 
the two old women at the cottage ; but the grace, the 
beauty, the charm that hung around her former life 
had all been swept away by the blast, and no new vir- 
tues had yet blossomed in their place. The seeds 
might be there, but there is no sweetness, no beauty 
in seeds, and besides they lie a long while under 
ground. It was winter with her yet, and her life was 
very desolate and bare — poor thing ! 

Her father scarcely noticed the change, neither did 
old Hap. The one was ailiug, depressed, and nervous 
himself from the effect of recent events, — what else 
could he expect from Iter ? — and the other was dying, 
groaning her old life away in mortal pain; and 
every other agony was but a dim reflection of her own. 
It was too dark in the farm-house that winter for 
shadows to be seen anywhere. 

Nor were there any observei's from the outside 
world. So engrossing were Angle's duties, so utter 
her seclusion, that from Christmas time until spring 
she never went further from home than the Widow 
Hawle's cottage, a daily visit to which, usually paid at 
sundown, was less a recreation than a religious rite, so 
painful were her associations with the place and its 
inmates. And in spite of the curiosity felt concerning 
her, the undertaker, who went some time in April to 
take the measure for Happy's coffin, was the first 
among the village gossips who could boast of having 
had a glimpse of Angle since Geordie made away with 
himself Most of the neighbours had kept aloof; at 
first, " from principle," they said, to show their opinion 
of her ; later, perhaps, from shame ; we will hope so, 
for shame's sake. Even the village doctor hsui "Cl^^. 
obtained an entrance. Old Hap*» ca»e^a» olXiOoVo^^ 
o2 
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less a nature for his skill, and besides Hap Lad no 
faith in him, was skilled, as she affirmed, " in yarbs," 
and chose to doctor herself. 

Spring-time, which brings back the birds, turns the 
grass green, and coaxes the flowers out into the sun- 
shine ; Spring, which pays for all that winter costs, 
and settles up Nature's account with man ; — spring- 
time brought release to old Happy, and the price of 
all her pain was peace. 

But the winter of poor Angle's life had not yet made 
a spring for her. All was cold, hard, dark in the soil 
of her stricken heart No seed of hope had sprouted 
there, no ray of sunshine, melting the winter snow, 
had diffused its moisture through the dry crust that 
enshrouded her soul in gloom. 

Even in its exterior aspect spring looked less pro- 
mising than usual this year at the Cousin &rm. The 
old Frenchman, so far from recovering his elasticity of 
spirits and of limb in proportion as the genial season 
advanced, seemed to droop and wither under its influ- 
ence. He was no longer able to potter about the place 
and plan schemes of improvement and profit, which, 
however chimerical in themselves, and however imper- 
fectly carried out, were at least more promising than 
utter neglect. What if his vineyards had proved a 
failure, except as they afforded him grapes enough one 
£skvourable year to treat his neighbours to a little very 
bad wine of his own manufacture 1 What if his fields 
of peppermint and spearmint had never produced 
enough oil to pay the cost of his mint still 1 What if 
his flock of sheep, imported from France, had dwindled 
down to a few pet lambs of Angle's 1 What if every 
year found him more and more out of pocket, and with 
the farm more and more embarrassed and mortgaged ? 
Practically speaking, these things were ruinous, but 
experimental &rming is always hopeful; there is a 
healthy excitement in novelty ; and in riding the 
annual hobby, and snuf&ng future harvests, there was 
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forgetful aess for the sanguine Frenchman of his long 
arrears of indebtedness, and blindness to the poverty 
which would otherwise have been staring him in the 
face. This year, for the first time, he was without a 
scheme. It was a bad sign. 

At last, just as the summer days were at the longest, 
the farmers, the hardest-worked at haying, and their 
women folks kept busiest in kitchen and dairy, just at 
the season when nobody had leisure to be interrupted 
with anybody else's concerns, the dormant curiosity of 
the neighbourhood as to " how things were goin' on at 
Cousins's," was suddenly aroused, and had, moreover, 
a chance to be gratified. There had been a death up 
at the farm-house in the night ! the old gentleman 
himself had been called away ! he was to be buried to- 
morrow ; and after that, of course, there must be a 
general breaking up, for everything was going to rack 
and ruin up there. So ran the gossip. 

The general breaking-up, thus looked forward to, 
could, of course, be nothing else than the unearthing 
of poor Angle, the only victim left to suffer from the 
coming chaos. With her last protector gone, it was 
but too evident that the poor refugee would at length 
be driven from her hiding-place, and compelled to face 
the light. 

Day after day the careless passers-by had seen Mr. 
Cousin sitting in the sun at his door-way, his limbs 
swathed in flannel, and his camlet coat wrapped round 
his shoulders, looking out vacantly on his nntilled 
fields, and shivering in spite of the summer's heat. 
Some said old Cousin was getting gouty ; they reck- 
oned his habits were bad j others that he was lazy, he 
had never been good for much. Nobody suspected that 
a death-chill had got into his bones, and that his last 
day's work on earth was done. It was known that the 
farm-boy had taken himself off weeks before, that the 
one-eyed horse had been seized by Jock the xsiVIAiet m 
payment for grain^ and that the p\g Wdl %Qwe \a o^^aV* 
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the butcher's account ; it wa8 even whispered that the 
farming-tools had either been stolen or sold off the 
place, and that the old " equipage/' now sported by 
warmer Rycker, had been bargained for with Angie for 
a song. But, no one knew — no, they Tiever knew — for 
even death and the funeral did not reveal that — how 
Angie had plott^ and planned to keep starvation 
from the door j how^ when everything else that could 
be disposed of was gone, she had made her way to New 
York and back on foot, and had obtained as the price 
of the three silver teaspoons and her mother's wedding- 
ring, money enough to purchase a few necessaries ; and 
how, when some weeks later the means were again 
wanting to obtain medicine for the sick man, she had 
cropped off her own beautiful hair— every lock of it — 
and sent it secretly to the wigmaker in Broadway, who 
made and dressedMr. Cousin's wigs, and who had once 
offered her a handsome sum for her jetty curls, little 
suspecting that the time would ever come when she 
would bring her mind to parting with them. No, and 
they never knew the bitter relief it brought to the poor 
girl's pain as she looked on her dead mther's face, to 
reflect how next to impossible it would have been for 
her to keep him alive with nourishment, even if she 
could have baffled disease, and how dreadful a thing 
it would have been to him to have outlived the gentle- 
man and died a pauper. 

Had they known all this at Stein's Plains, there were 
kind-hearted people among them who would have been 
stirred to sympathy and action in behalf of Angie and 
her father. A^ it was, many, remembering what a 
genial, social nature the old man had, and what a kind 
word for everybody, felt a pang of mortification and 
regret that he should have passed away without their 
neighbourly intervention or knowledge. Most of them 
were satisfied, however, with the reflection " he must 
have gone off sudden at last, or we should ha' heard on't 
sartin ; and anyhow, people tlAB.ti did'ut eem9 to meftin, 



aud Uypd P ^Ipse ^ miee in ^ pbe^S6, cpuldn't iss^peot 
the qpighbpurhood to k^Qp ^GQunt of their dole's." 
Einallj, 9.U reassured their cp^sQieIloe9 with the 
resplye to make fi^iqepds fbr p^fit neglect, - - hy pn^tin^ 
aside everything else that w^ pressin' an' drivin' at 
this se^on o' year, an' ma^iti' a pHat of attending the 
funQral." 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE DROP OP DEW; 

Th£y came, as habitual ^ttendantfi on funerals usually 
do come, in a sort of passive, quiescent state, with minds 
carefully laid open for tl^e reception of pleasing i^elan- 
choly, and eyes undrajnpd by previous weeping and 
quite prepared to well over at the least provocation. 
Feeling that a certain tribute of sighs and tears is due 
to the ocf^ion, ^vich mourners court; emotions of sensi- 
bility * and when at sight of the famiUar dead the 
climax is r^ched, ^nd the heart u^omentarily stirred, 
they compassionate themselves ii^gt^^ of those with 
whom they came to weep, and take credit for " feeling 
it/' as they believe, " more tlian the family." 

Angle had no te^rs to weep. She had shed them 
all, They had flowed like a bei^ieflcept shower, and left 
her strengtl^ened a^d refreshed. Sinoe she ^rst came 
under the cloud she had never before felti'its blessed 
raiuj and it was only beside heF dead father's body that 
she knew the relief it brought. Sacred drops they 
were, the oil that binds up broken hearts. Such tears 
refuse to mingle with the watery $ood that flows from 
common eyes, Tbey do their he^Hi^g work ii^ secret, 
and are often spent before the time appointed for a 
public libation jbo the deful. 

So Angia ?8m9U^e4 tmlm whU» 9^\v.^^Nlf%V "^^1 
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crowded around the coffin in groups. She kept herself 
aloof and alone. They stole glances at her at every op- 
portunity ; she followed all their movements with a dis- 
trustful, suspicious stare, but spoke to nobody and no- 
body spoke to her. Her face was haggard, but flushed 
with excitement or the heat She wore no mourning ; 
— ^her cropped hair, clinging in little round curls to her 
temples, gave a conspicuous novelty to her appearance j 
even her attitude was out of rule, for, instead of seat- 
ing herself, she stood near the h^ of the coffin, as if 
jetdous of her sole ownership in its contents, and now 
and then bending forward, brushed a fly from the dead 
face. 

" How hardened she looks !" whispered one. " How 
brazen-&ced f' commented another. '^ She don't seem 
to feel it a mite !" was the indignant conclusion of a 
third, who was complacently wiping a tear from her 
own eye. ^* I only hope she treated him well," mut- 
tered a fourth. *^ I allers mistrusted old Hap died for 
want o' care." 

"Lor* ! I'm sure it must ha' been a pleasure to nuss 
him," whimpered Miss Sabina Bycker, '* he was so 
courtesy-like to everybody. He looks as handsome as 
a stature in his coffin ; now don't he ? Death's such a 
beautifier at first." 

" Only to think we shall never see his &ce again, 
nor have a nice bow from him, nor nothings Miss 
Bycker," responded the sympathizing friend to whom 
this remark was addressed. <<But somehow I can't 
seem to indulge my feelin's here with that gal's 
sarchin' eyes a-foUowin' of us so suspicious-like; 
we've a right to miss him, I s'pose, if she don't. 
Let's go back into the kitchen until the prayer be- 
gins, and talk over him comfortably." 

" Seventy-one year ! " soliloquized a gray-haired 

farmer, as the result of some minutes study of the 

coffin-plate. " Not so very old, nuther ; didn't look a 

dajr over aixiy. Cut off ia hia prime, you may almost 
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aay. SeveDty-one — 'taint in the course o' natur', 
sartin. My father lived to eighty-six ;" and the 
speaker looked up appealingly at a less venerable, but 
rather sickly-faced man, next him. 

" Threescore and ten's the Bible number," was the 
oracular response. " Seventy-one ! that ain't far from 
your figure, neighbour/' surveying him anxiously ; 
" you've half a dozen year or ^so the start o' me, I 
reckon." 

" Mebbe so, countiu' by years," was the self-satis- 
fied answer, "but it's by reason o' strength men 
reach fourscore, and I'm of a long-lived stock. Ha ! 
what's that?" in a low, compassionate tone (the 
younger man had coughed slightly ; the air of the 
room was oppressive, even for healthy lungs). 
** You've got a cough, haven't you 1 Bad sign in 
summer time. You ought to look out for that ;" 
and the farmer glanced expressively from the living 
form to that of the dead man. 

" No ; it's nothin' (hack) to speak of" (another 
hack) ; a dry spot in my throat, that's all." (A long 
series of hacks.) "I'll go out to the well and get 
a drink o' water, bo's not to interrupt the prayer." 
The old farmer looked after him, shook his head, 
and muttered, — " He's one o' the weakly ?ort, that 
don't half live out their years ; he's goin' fast. It'll 
be his turn next" 

Meanwhile a group of women had drawn off into 
the kitchen, and while watching for the ministers 
arrival, were discussing the merits of the dead, and 
the fate in the next world to which the dominie 
would probably consign him, 

Populai* as Mr. Cousin had been in the neighbour- 
hood (and up to a recent period he, as well as his 
daughter, had been a general favourite), it had 
always been an understood thing among the strict 
religionists, that their, intercourse with] him W8& 
under protest, and strictly limiied \iO VXiv& \<q»A\« 
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Whether it was some remnant of the popish &ith, 
oherisbed in common with the marquis whom he had 
served ; whether it was some loose doctrine of the 
French revolution; whether it was ignorance or 
childishness, or ^^ want/* as they said, ^' of a strict 
bringin' up/' there certainly was a streak in the 
old Frenchman's religious nature which the Steins 
Plains people could neither comprehend nor pardon. 
Not all his simplicity, nor hospitality, nor cheerful- 
ness in trouble, nor patience under injmies; not 
even his regular attendance at church, so long as 
health permitted, nor his devotional habits when 
there ; not even his love for the young, his kindness 
to the poor, his truly Christian courtesy to all, could 
cancel a single count of the church's indictment 
against him, or soften the pious verdict. He was 
known to have criticized the parson's doctrinal ser- 
mons, and to have condemned not a few of his most 
conclusive arguments! He had acknowledged that 
there was something in his conscience (some black 
spot, doubtless) which forbade his subscribing to the 
church articles and becoming a member of that 
religious body ; he had, many years ago, entertained 
for a week at his farmhouse two Frenchmen with 
shaved heads, suspected of being prints ;, and one 
bitterly cold Sunday he had suffered his dog to 
follow him into church, besides on vanous other 
occasions fostering misbehaviour among the children 
of the parish in service time. It availed little against 
the 8|)eculative intellect and unsound practices of the 
old Frenchman, that he served and trusted God even 
more faithfully than he served and trusted man ; 
that he had a mantle of charity large enough to cover 
the crimes even of children and dogs ; that his heart 
was too large to exclude any one from the meroies of 
earth or heaven ; in a word, that he was too loving 
himself not to be universally loved. He wa« a inan, 
tb^y all aqknowledged, whom they had no fault to 



THE DROP eF DEW. 203 

find with in this world, but he would never do for 
thjem to keep company with in the next. 

Since the unfortunate affair of George Rawle, the 
Frenchman's character had been more than ever 
tabooed. It was the traits inherited from this 
heathen quarter (so said the critics) which had caused 
Angie to be guilty of such wicked levity. Perhaps 
it was ; for though they had no commission to judge, 
truth must acknowledge that there was a basis of 
Christian seriousness wanting in the mercurial 
foreigner, and a consequent lack of any right sense 
of his responsibility in the religious culture of his 
child. They had not thought all the sweet graces of 
her nature, when they were uppermost, such a bad 
inheritance ; perhaps the time would some day come 
when virtues, born of the Frenchman's blood, would 
once more make his memory fragrant. But at 
present, though the eyes of the neighbourhood might 
weep, its tongues felt themselves licensed to make him 
the subject of their strictures ; and although he had 
not been without friends and admirers, he found but 
feeble apologists. 

" Wal," remarked one of the strictest among the 
knot of female censors, ^^ it was allers cheerful to meet 
Mr. Cousins on a week-day, and have a little chat 
with him, but when a man comes to his latter end 
you can't help wishin' he'd been a little more stiddy 
in his principles. To see him lyin' there so stiff and 
still, and then to think how he was friskin' round 
less than a year ago, the nisht o' the ball at Stein's ! 
I don't go to sich scenes o scandal myself, but my 
nephew, Joel Beck, and his sister Lize had a sight to 
tell about the old man's cuttin' jokes with the folks, 
smirkin' round among the old maids, and puttin' all 
the gals to the blush with his nonsense.'' 

Now Dame Bycker had been present at the scene 
of scandal alluded to. She must needs justify herself 
and her husbond to Joel Beck's aunt, «o «^\i^ ^\xX» \xl %. 
word here. 
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" Why, Miss Beck," said she, " I don't see no harm 
in countenancin' a leetle dance for the young folks, 
jist for once in a way; it's better to be there, yer 
know, to see that they don't misbehave; but, as you 
say," in a quab'fying tone, "there's sich a thing as 
elderly folks conductin' themselves sedat^like, and 
sich a thing as a lightsomeness that's disgracin' to gray 
hairs. For my part I agree with you, that it's more 
becomin'-like for them that's well into years to set an' 
look on, than allers to hanker, as some do, arter bein' 
on the floor with the young folks;" and while delivering 
this opinion Dame Bycker almost forgot the original 
subject of censure as she cast a malicious look at her 
sister-in-law, Miss Sabrina Rycker. Sabrina under- 
stood the hint. She had not even yet given up han- 
kering for places and partners. She still kept the 
floor, when she could, on all occasions, — resisting her 
sister-in-law and nieces in their attempts to lay her on 
the shelf. She recognised herself, too, as one of the 
old maids, — the objects of Mr. Cousin's smirking. So 
she now, as the saying is, " put in her oar." 

" I don't know as there's much to choose," she said, 
emphatically, " between speculators and part'cipators ; 
one's as bad as t'other, fur's I see ; an' whatever else 
yer may bring agin' Mr. Cousin, yer can't say as ever 
he had a censhurious tongue." 

" He was a fair-spoken man," said Miss Beck, in- 
sinuatingly; " I only hope he was sincere." 

" Briny can swaller flattery as well as anybody ever 
I see," remarked Dame Rycker; " it's only the truth 
that sticks in her throat." 

"Ask the school chil'en fur a chai-acter on him," 
suggested Briny, looking at Miss Beck, and disdaining 
to take any notice of her sister-in-law's last remark; 
" chiFen's minds are open to the truth; you may trust 
to their verdick, good or bad." 

"The chil'ern? Good Lud !" here struck in the 
mother of six boys; " ask Ui© cMVeral when it's been 
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part o* his business this dozen year to be the corruptin' 
o' boys. Why, didn't he give my Sam a pep'mint 
lozenger atween meetings once last summer, that came 
near upsettin' the whole congregation? I see the 
child a shyin" it inter his mouth in the middle o' prayer 
time, when he thought I wan't watchin' him; I 
snatched at it, an* Sam (Sam's the hardest boy I've 
got to manage) he flung it over inter Widder Klover's 
pew, and her gal an' boy went to scrabblin' fur it, an' 
they made sich a noise that up got Deacon Clip an' 
led little Mark out into the porch, an' boxed his ears, 
an' sent him home a screamin' to the top of his lungs. 
If that ain't introducin' sin into the meetin'-house, I 
don't know what is. Ask the chil'ern, to be sure ! 
why, they'd stand up for Mr. Cousin if he'd been the 
evil one hisself ; their nat'ral carnal hearts don't know 
no better." 

" Wal, he was a spiritooal-minded man, you can't 
deny that," here interposed Briny, who, feeling the 
last charge unanswerable, was bent on introducing a 
new clause in Mr. Cousin's favour; "an' Fve heerd 
ray brotlier Joe say that if there was anything sensual 
in this town, it was fur a man to be spiritooally- 
niinded." 

" Spiritooally-minded !" cried Miss Beck, with up- 
lifted hands and eyes; "wal, what nextl Briny 
Bycker, you must be beside yerself 1 I never once 
heerd him speak a word at prayer-meetin', an' I've 
attended reg'lar seuce long afore he come to live in 
this 'ere town." 

" Prayer-meetinT said Briny, looking puzzled, "it's 
toum-meeiin! I'm thinkin' on, an' I'm sure our Joe 
said Mr. Cousin was the for'aidest man with his team 
at breakin' roads, an' the most willin' to lend a hand 
when they raised the district school-house, an' allers 
sent a turkey to the poor-bouse at Christmas, an' that 
it was the moit sensual thing in a parish like oum f\ix 
a man to be spiritooally-minded," 
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" Law, Briny, it's public sperit that Rycker thinks 
so 'sential ; you do discumboberate words so there's no 
gettin' at yer idee." 

"Wal, public-sperited, then," said Briny, a little 
subdued; " that's a good thing, I'm sure." 

" It's not a grace," remarked Miss Beck, decisively. 

" He allers gave liberally at the donation meetin's," 
suggested Briny's sympathizing friend, the tearful 
female, who felt the death so much more than Angie, 
and who, though of a timid, retiring nature, ventured 
to come in feebly to Briny's support. 

"To be sure he did," pursued the reanimated Briny ; 
" I can remember many an annular meetin' when he 
sent in a handsomer remembrance to our good pasture 
than many that considered themselves the chosen of 
the flock, an' he allers spoke respectful of the pulpit, 
if he did differ from it on some disputatious 
p'ints." 

" I trust," said Miss Beck, with virtuous severity, 
" that our pastor is above bein' blinded by the good 
words an' works of unbelievers." 

"Works without faith is dead," interposed the 
mother of six boys, misquoting Scripture in her 
zeal. 

" And death is the wages of sin," promptly added 
Dame Rycker, pointing towards the inner room where 
the coffin lay, as if some extraordinary proof of her 
words was there demonstrated. 

" An' after death comes the judgment," was the 
conclusive asseveration on the part of Miss Beck, who, 
as she spoke, drew back to make room for Domiuie 
Van Zandt; and by her low reverence as he passed, 
seemed to imply that she looked to him as the iinal 
authority who might presently be expected to pass 
sentence on him whom they had condemned already. 

Silence now succeeded the hum of voices which had 
preceded the pastor's entrance. All pressed forward 
to secure good places. E\«a Briny Bycker and her 
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friend, put down as they had been in argument, were 
among the foremost in this new contention for prece- 
dence. The men, who had hitherto been loitering 
round the yard and out-buildings, spying out the 
nakedness of the land, and blaming the late owner's 
mismanagement and want of thrift, now thronged in 
the direction of the house. The crowd soon settled 
itself, those who could not find room within swarming 
around the open doors and windows, and the burial 
service began. 

It consisted of exordium, exhortation, and thanks- 
giving, all under the form of a devotional exercise, 
and was throughout stiff, formal, and unimpressive. 
It was no stinted performance, occupying as it did 
nearly the space of an hour; but as the earlier 
portion was a statement of facts, and intended for 
the audience generally, and the second of the nature 
of a warning, and aimed particularly at Angle, only 
the last and smaller portion could properly be deemed 
a prayer. 

There was nothing in Dominie Yan Zandt's state- 
ment of the purpose for which they had come together 
half so touching as the sight of the father lying there 
in his last sleep, and his child — with that face of hers 
vacant, except for its strange, appealing stare — 
standing alone on the border-land which lies some- 
where between the living and the dead. 

And there was nothing in his exhortation to the 
poor girl, startling and even awful as it was, which 
promised edification. The warning to fiee from the 
wrath to come, to make her peace with God, to hide 
herself beneath the Rook of Ages, only had the effect 
of startling her imagination and causing her to look 
hastily from right to left, like a hunted hare, which 
feels its peril, but knows not which way to turn for 
safety ; alter which, her eyes, with an expression of 
bewilderment^ fiistehed themselves on the dommv^^ 
face, in a Way wliich certftinly woxjMi \mct^ ^ci^^j^ci.- 
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certed him if his own had not been religiously closed 
against her. 

. Finally^ his prayer of thanksgiving, earnest, vehe- 
ment^ rhetorical though it might be, was one in which 
she, poor thing, could bear no part. It almost seemed 
to imply that there was really nothing for which she 
need be thankful. The faithful, for whose lives he 
praised God, were so described as to include none but 
the sound believers of those very doctrines against 
whose narrowness and bigotry Mr. Cousin had sdways 
contended; the hopes of salvation on which the 
dominie expatiated were so arbitrarily limited as to ex- 
clude all those whom poor Angie had ever loved from 
any share in the inheritance; even the heaven, on 
whose coming glories he dwelt at length, produced 
the impression on one's mind of a strong-walled 
fortress, built purposely to keep out the many, rather 
than of the Father's house, wherein even a few were 
blessed. 

The chief mourner on this occasion could scarcely be 
expected to thank God for condemnation, hopelessness, 
and an outcast's lot, either in this world or the next. 
The audience generally were satisfied though, espe« 
cially the more self-righteous among them, who, while 
congratulating themsdves on their own security, re- 
joiced that the dominie had done his duty, and held out 
no delusive hopes to anyone ; and as for Angie, it did 
not matter much. The directness of the minister's 
charge, the style of expressions he employed, had in- 
deed startled her, as the rustling of branches startles t]ie 
poor beast that is conscious of the hunter^s pursuit, 
but beyond that his words left no impression. She was 
not in a condition to weigh their meaning. Everyone 
who has come out of grief and solitude knows the 
efiect which a crowded assemblage and a formal cere- 
mony produce upon the nerves. Angie had wept her- 
self calm before the funeral hour arrived ; but ^e was 
in no way prepared for this sudden inroad upon half 
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a year's seclusion. From lier vague sense oi wonder at 
finding herself the object of so many eyes^ she had 
gradually been passing through all the stages of be- 
wilderment, awe, and terror, until her stock of self- 
control was well-nigh exhausted. 

When the prayer ceased, when the bearers took 
away the corpse, from the mere presence of which she 
Jiad hitherto found support, and she was left with 
only a vacant space in front of her, her forced rigidity 
gave way. She made one bound forward, as if to re- 
claim the precious burden they were carrying out; 
then, recollecting herself, cast a frantic glance at the 
circle of faces around her, and reading only curiosity 
in their steady gaze, felt perhaps for a moment as 
some snared wild creature might do on suddenly 
finding itself caged, and, flinging out her arms as 
if to grasp at some support, uttered a shrill, wailing 
cry. 

All drew back, many startled, some moved to pity ; 
they glanced anxiously at her and at one another, but 
no one came forward to offer help or comfort ; no one 
dared, perhaps, for there was something almost 
threatening in her look. A voice in the doorway now 
announced that everything was ready, and that the 
bearers were waiting for the mourners to head the 
funeral procession. Still no movement. There was a 
pause, then a murmur, a break in the ring, and the 
stern clergyman, who had retired at the conclusion of 
the prayer, came forward, stern no longer, but gentle, 
j)itiful, fatherly. 

'^ My child, come I come with me !" he said, and 
made a motion to lead her away. She looked up 
into his fiice, as if to read there " friend V or " foe ]" 
A tear stood on his eyelid, a genuine tear, shed for 
her, called forth by that orphan ciy. A ray of 
sunlight caught the drop, and it glowed with prismatic 
liues. 

** lUm blade o' gmss keps its aln dcai^ o* ^^^vt^ 
P 
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And this was Angle's. It had come just in time to 
save her heart from its blighting drought. She kept 
it well. It was the first of many drops sent to re- 
store her soul. Blessings on it ! it answered her 
better than words, — was more to her than any 
prayer. 

He drew her arm tenderly through his. "Come 
with me, my dear/' he said again, in a persuasive 
whisper, broken by emotion. She olung to him as a 
dove to the ark^ and he led her away. 

The people followed, but they were behind her 
now, out of sight She could weep without their 
knowledge ; and she did weep, for kindness had un- 
locked the fountain, and the refreshing tears flowed 
again. 

The dear old man was no restraint He guided her 
gently along the roadside and across the fields, remem- 
bering how blinded were her weeping eyes. It was 
not a long walk from the j&urmhouse to the graveyard, 
and he did not venture to disturb her by a word. 
Still, when they stood at length by the open grave, 
his massive form interposed between her and the 
crowd, and his arm supporting her tenderly while she 
watched them lower the cofl5n, the fierce, wild, re- 
bellious spirit was gone out of her and she was calm. 
He took her home by a circuitous path through the 
fields, thus avoiding the curious eyes of the neighbours 
who might be loitering along the roadside^ watching 
for her retmni. 

" You will not stay alone hereto-night, poor child?" 
he said, with paternal solicitude, as they reached the 
door. 

She shook her head in the negative, and pointed 
towards Margery's cottage. 

" That is good f he said ; " that is good 1 I could 
not sleep in peace to-night if you were to be left here 
alone." 
Kind old man I He was not so exolusive in his 
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notions, after all, as to believe that one's earthly peace 
is consistent with the knowledge of another's ^pain, 
however he might define heavenly joys. Angle 
thanked him by a look. 

*'And Sunday," he said, after a little hesitation, 
" Sunday you will come to church." 

A reluctant expression passed over her face. Her 
form shrank nervously — she turned away her head. 

"ifo^ come?" he said, in a tone of disappointment. 
** I have missed your face for months past, my child. 
The thought of it haunts me in my pulpit, and intrudes 
itself into my pi'ayers." 

Ah, poor, weak, old man ! He had not been able to 
quite shut her out of the sacred places then, sinner 
though she was. 

He waited a while to see if slie would not relent, 
but she gave no sign of yielding. 

" Not to please your old pastor 1" he said, at length, 
coaxingly. 

She half turned towards him, saw enough of his face 
to read how much in earnest he was, and putting a 
strong constraint upon herself, answered promptly — 

" Yes, I will come." 

" That's right 1" he said, taking both her hands in 
his, approvingly. " That's a good girl ; God bless you 1" 

He was going now, but something moved him still 
further to add, laying a hand solemnly on her head, as 
he had once done, months before — 

" And He will bless you. Do not doubt that you 
have a Father in heaven ! trust everything, both in 
the past and the future, to Him ; fear nothing ; re- 
member that His mercy is infinite," 

Inconsistent old man ! Where now are his narrow 
creed, his pitiless judgments, his irrevocable decrees 1 
He has either risen above or fallen below thera all, as 
how many like him, in every age and of every faith, 
have done, when Humanity^ has pleaded e.^v^'^^ 
dogma. 

p2 
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Blessings, theu, on the heart that was wiser than 
the head. The dominie might argue as he pleased on 
the nature of faith, the claim to salvation, the divine 
character ; the heart would still appeal from the doc- 
trine to the man. The harsh outlines, the severe 
colouring of his theology, mattered not to Angie, so 
long as looking in childlike veneration to him, she he- 
held an earthly portraiture that aided her conception 
of the Highest. Could angels be less pitying than he, 
God less loving, heaven less near ? She asked not ; 
it was Eomething (for the present it was enough for 
hei') to love, to trust, to believe in him. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

THE VOICE OP PUBLIC OPINION. 

The neighbours, even from their distant point of view, 
had prophesied truly. Everything had long b^en going 
to rack and ruin at the Cousin farm, and a general 
breaking up was now inevitable. Diedrich Stein, as a 
matter of course, was in at the dividing of the spoils. 
He did not openly appear as a holder of the mortgage 
on the estate, which was foreclosed the very day after 
the old Frenchman's death, but somehow he had a 
hand in the proceeding, and, as it proved, reaped the 
profits. He made out the inventory of personal pro- 
perty too; practice had rendered him an adept in that 
sort of thing. He knew how to put a light appraisal 
on everything that could possibly be made serviceable 
at the tavern; and although Mi\ Cousin's floating 
debts must have been inconsideraljlo, and there were 
still articles of value on the place, it so happened that 
between Stein and an attorney who had the settling 
of the estate, nothing was left for Angie except the 
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meagre furniture of her own room; which was re- 
spected less from courtesy than from a vague notion 
these harpies had that it was an inheritance from her 
mother, and could not be meddled with. Hers was 
now a case either for charity or the workhouse, and 
the former prevailed ; though it could not be said to be 
charity alone which threw open a door to the orphan. 
Self-interest gave it a slight push. Hannah Rawle 
liked Angle; she had detected her capability the first 
time she saw her put on the tea-kettle ; she recognised 
in her none of the £iults of which she had been accused 
in the neighbourhood. She acquitted her, as we have 
seen, of all blame in Geordie's case, just as she acquitted 
herself and Baultie. Instinctively she had become a 
sort of champion of the girl. She saw the need of her 
too, for Margery's remnant of energy was gone, her 
own limbs were getting stiff and rheumatic, and she 
shrewdly calculated on the gain an infusion of young 
life would be to the household. " S'posen you come 
an' stop with us a spell T was the way in which she 
worded her invitation. Margery's silent face said, 
" Do 1" And Angie came — the spell was never 
broken ; it lasted, with only slight interruptions — ^to 
the end of their lives. 

That the nearest relations of George Rawle should 
thus open their doors to Angie Cousin was a crying 
aggravation to the gossip of the neighbourhood. 
Eventually it told greatly in Angie's favour ; — but at 
first the old women were pronounced the " victims o' 
that gal's lyin' arts," were abused for their indifference 
to Geordie's misfortune, or, among the more charitably- 
disposed, were declared to be in their dotage. Only 
after time had made their relations familiar, and ex- 
perience had proved them harmonious, did the public 
condescend to approve the arrangement which gave 
Angie and the two widows a home together. 

They were poor — ^very poor. Stein, that lon^-^\>k.- 
gered Stein, had virtually robbed t\i^xa ^, T»aa\8o« 
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had helped him ; somehow the law always seemed to 
be on his side. He had iuherited, through his wife 
(who, though otherwise a mere kitchen hand, was a 
convenient link hei'e) the better part of what remained 
of Baultie's propei-ty. If there was a will, it had dis- 
appeared with the other papers, and everything but 
the widow's thirds — a mere pittance, as it proved, 
under Stein's management — went to the family at the 
tavern. Van Hansen tried to interfere here, to per- 
suade Margery that George's death took place later 
than that of his uncle ; that she herself could prove 
him to have been living until half-past two o'clock on 
the morning after the murder, and that she might yet 
establish a claim as her son's heir — but Margery shrank 
from the subject, shook her head in a way that forbade 
legal inquiry into those dreadful particulars, and was 
altogether so shattered and distressed by any allusion 
to the subject, that Dick dropped the matter, and for- 
bore alluding to it again, though he and Hannah in- 
dulged themselves in vehement invectives against Stdn 
and his covetous practices. To crown his other grasp- 
ing acts> this unnatural brother began even to demur 
regarding Margery's lights to the conthiued occupation 
of her cottage and the adjacent land, claiming it to be 
an entailed estate, the heirship to which, in default of 
George's life, became vested in Peter and Polly Stein ; 
and this question, which involved the very roof over 
the old women's heads, was only compromised by their 
consenting to pay to Stein an annual tribute of half 
the wood cut on the piece of timber-land whidi con- 
stituted the only remnant of the farm. 

What remained after the ravages thus made on their 
property, was so little that they were at all times 
sadly pinched, and occasionally suffered from want. 
The first winter after Angie came to live with them 
was one of scarcely less privation and anxiety than 
she had lately endured in her own home; But for the 
fibea^e o£ Van Hausen's eamingR, "^ich found its way, 
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in one form or another, into their dwelling, and re- 
lieved the case, and one other source of aid hereafter 
to be mentioned, these poor women might have frozen 
or starved. The nesct season things went better with 
them, and the event justified Hannah Rawle's expec- 
tations from Angie. . Labouring under the direction 
of the old woman, whose mental energies were unim- 
paired, and whose limbs were less cramped than they 
had been the preceding season, the youthful member 
of the household wrought willingly and to good pur- 
pose ; and such was the result of their mutual perse- 
verance and thrift, that they not only secured daily 
subsistence, bub laid by a little store for the necessities 
of the coming winter. Between them they cultivated 
a kitchen-garden, raised vegetables and herbs, and 
prepared dried apples and peaches for the market. 
Angie kept bees, turkeys, and hens, and went r^u- 
larly to the market town, where she exchanged the 
produce of poultry-yard, garden, and hive for family 
necessaries, or sometimes a little hard cash. A few 
sheep, which fed in their only bit of pasture-land by 
day, and were carefully folded by Angie every night, 
furnished the wool which kept Margery's spinning- 
wheel going all the summer-day, and gave occupation 
to all their knitting-needles during the long winter 
evenings. Thus united in their labours, and sharing 
the same round of petty cares, tliese three women, 
thrown together less by choice than by the shock of 
calamities, drifted, as it were, by whirlwinds upon 
the same shoal, had now one home, one purse, one 
lot. 

And so they lived in each other's sight by day, and 
r.at round the same fireside at night, familiar to each 
other's gaze, acquainted, as each believed, with the 
experiences that had moulded the other's destiny. 
And yet the knowledge they possessed was the merest 
fraction of the whole. There were depths in each 
heart which none but God could know^ much lessj 
could sound, ^ 
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Look at tliem ; look closely at these three lives, 
apparently so blended into one, in reality so isolated. 
Margery Rawle, moving about like an automaton, 
silent, calm, seemingly resigned, but dying, by degrees, 
of the terrible thought that she was the mother of 
darkness, mystery, and crime ; that the life she had 
given had murdered life — more than one life — another's 
— its own — hers. 

Angie, scorned and pitied by the yrorld as the 
breaker of an honest heart, and herself broken-hearted, 
meekly bearing this obloquy and shame, if so she might 
help to shield her dead lover from a more terrible 
name than that of a suicide. 

And the widow of the murdered man, stem, erect, 
determined, — a bitter mourner for the dead, whom she 
now never named, — often wearying of her own life, 
and secretly wishing to be at rest, but bearing up in 
the belief that she was destined some day to be the 
instrument of a righteous retribution, and clinging to 
the other two, as in some sort capable of corroborating 
her testimony, and insuring the gallows its victim, 
while they saw in her hand the uplifted sword that 
might any day smite the last stronghold of their af- 
fections, and often tre mbled at thesound of that voice 
which was to them the trump of the avenger. 

For while all other horrors were laid away among the 
thing3 of the ])ast, that one possibility of the future — 
discovery— continued always to haunt the hearts of 
these three sufferers from the crime ; to the one an 
eager hope, — to the other two a mortal dread. The 
one cherished her life that she might aid in laying 
bare the guilt, and condemning the guilty ; either of 
the other two would have died to save poor Geordie's 
name from further infamy. 

And the thought of each heart was secret 

Types of mortality ! God setteth the solitary in 

famUies^ and gives man a social sphere to move in. 

But each soul still dwells alone mth God. Deep down 
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ia its own consciousness is a world no friend nor foe 
can &tliom. Will these things rise in the resurrec- 
tion 1 If so, what loves, what hates, what memories, 
what fears, what mistakes, what sorrows, what secret 
sins will flash their light on the mysterious past, and 
lay heart bare to heart ! 

Meanwhile God knows all. All this sin of ours ? 
Oh, terrible thought ! How shall we escape His 
wrath 1 

How ] Because He knows all, — ^the conflicts, the 
temptations, the agony, the tears, the repentance. 
Therefore He loves and spares ; and hence, as one has 
touchingly said, " Kedemption is the charity of God." 

And the price of this redemption — this charity 1 At 
what cost shall it be ours ? The answer is written in 
tlie Book, — " Forgive, and ye shall be forgiven." God, 
who knows all, pardons all. Pardon, then, short- 
sighted mortal, the things that you know, for the sake 
of things that you know not. 

It seemed as if these three women comprehended in 
some degree the mystery, for by tacit consent they 
lived together in an unquestioning faith. Calamity 
had fallen on them all, and silence was its handmaid. 
Each had her spectral thought, and shuddered at it ; 
but each accepted her destiny, bowed beneath it, and 
complained not. And time wore on. 

Their household life being such as I have described 
it, one may well conceive that they had little time or 
inclination for intercourse with their neighbours. Al- 
though Angle's repugnance to society was but ])ar- 
tially overcome, it was chiefly through her that social 
relations were maintained between the inmates of the 
cottage and the world outside. Occasionally Van 
Hansen made them brief visits, and now and then 
some market-gardener or travelling pedler called at the 
door, and had occasion to transact some small matter 
of trade with Hannah, who always proved keraelC^ ^& 
report said, smart as ever at a baxg^^axv., ^^\.\>^ ^^ 
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Angie went frequently to market^ and purchased 
whatever was required from the country grocery store, 
and, ever since the appeal made to her by the dominie, 
went regularly to church, it was inevitable that her 
former familiarity with the neighbourhood should be to 
some degree resumed, or new and different relations 
be established on the basis of her altered character 
and circumstances. 

It wa9 hard for poor Angie at firsfc, however, and 
awkward and trying even for the best-intentioned of 
her neighbours. The Stein's Plains people were not 
the most hard-hearted or censorious people in the 
world. It was love and pity for poor Geordie, after 
all, which made them so bitter against her who had 
been, as they believed, his ruin. Had the cases been 
reversed, they would have remembered her with ten- 
derness, and scorned and hated him as the destroyer. 
Nor did Angie expect or claim any more lenient 
treatment at their hands ; did they know all that she 
knew, they might shudder more at the thought of 
George ; but they would scarcely fear any the less the 
moral contagion of her presence. As one secretly 
tainted with disease secludes himself, from dread of 
polluting the surrounding atmosphere, so she shrank 
morbidly from the society to which she felt herself 
an alien. Her former associates had no need to flee 
from her ; she instinctively avoided them. 

So it happened that for several Sundays after she 
resumed her attendance at church, she wentjand came 
speechless, and unspoken to by any one. Several had 
intended to make a point of bowing to her; a few, 
moved either by kindness or curiodty, had prepared 
something to say ; but she gave them no importunity, 
slipping into her place after most of the congregation 
were assembled for the service, and at its close escap- 
ing in advance of her own sex, and gliding through 
the little crowd of men outside the porch without 
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looking to right or left, her edd, reserved expression 
forbidding any one to address her. 

Th^e was no embargo^ however, upon the eyes and 
ears of the congregation ; and their tongues, when 
loosened for one another's benefit, in the i)orch or on 
the homeward drive, were not slow in making their 
comments upon an object so open to gossip as Angie 
had become. 

" Did you see Angie Cousin ?" whispers one. 

" My ! ain't she changed, though T is the prompt 
reply. 

" She takes good care to keep out of the way," cries 
a third. 

" Well she may — she ought to,'' affiims a fourth. 

" Who pities her 1" exclaims an implacable voice. 

" She needed to be taken down," is the moral con- 
clusion flung out at this. 

" Her beauty's all gone,"saysSusanRyoker, triumph- 
antly, to Joel Beck. 

" Looks as yeared as a young calf, what with her 
pale face and them short curls o' hern," responds the 
honest youth, who has had the reputation of *' gawking 
round after Angie " all through his boyhood, but who 
scorns her now for poor Geordie's sake. 

" I allers said she'd come out at the little end o' the 
horn," remarks Dame Kycker, glancing complacently 
at Susan, who has just arrived at the great end, Joel 
having jresterday proposed. 

" I bless the Lord no darter o' mine ever made her- 
self such a town warnin' !" is the pious thanksgiving 
of the chief of the Pharisees. 

Such was the burden of the murmur through which 
Angie flitted, ghostlikcj for half a dozen successive 
Sundays ; a manoeuvre on her part which was instinc- 
tive, almost involuntary, disappointing not only those 
among her former fiiends, who, instigated perhaps by 
the dominie's example at the funeral, had m^^t^^ ^^^ 
have a neighbourly chat with her, Wt d\^%.^^TLNX\!i% 
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the dominie, who looked vainly fou her among the 
crowd gathered around the porch, disappointing even 
Angie herself who yearned for a kind word from the 
good pastor, but still could not resist the impulse to 
escape from the church before he had time to reach the 
foot of the pulpit stairs. She had the refreshment of 
seeing his eye turn alwa ys in herdirection when she 
took her seat, with a look that was benediction ; her 
single drop of dew for the week — the only one. That 
alone repaid her for the effort she made in coming, 
but she thirsted for more. At last circumstances be- 
friended her. A thunder-shower came up during 
service time, and settled into a steady rain. The roads 
were flooded, the rain still pouring heavily when the 
congregation were dismissed. As usual on such occa- 
sions, the men and boys, who were accustomed to take 
their station outside, crowded the porch and blocked 
up the passage, and the women thronging down the 
aisle were squeezed into narrow quarters. For a while 
Angle's exit was forbidden, and she found herself in- 
volved with the crowd, who were too busy pinning u]) 
dresses, covering bonnets with handkerchiefs, and 
otherwise preparing to meet the storm, to take much 
notice of her. Some who lived at a distance were in- 
viting others to take seats in their wagons ; sons and 
brothers were elbowing their way in to announce these 
rustic equipages ; sisters and mothers, well pinned up 
and prepared, were making their way out, beckoning to 
other members of their households to follow. Few 
lived farther from the church than Angie, but no one 
invited her to ride even any portion of the way. There 
was some excuse for them. The minister had just 
been preaching about sepaititing one's self from sinners. 
He had drawn terribly sharp lines, had painted eternal 
flres, and warned the virtuous against guilty contagion. 
And Angi was about the guiltiest person they faiew 
of just now, the most marked subject for avoidance. 
One or two, indeed, looked ^V.\vex ^^k».\\<ie \ there was 
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a whispered consultation near her; but Angie, catch- 
ing sound of her own name, did not await the result of 
the conference. She saw a gap in the crowd, darted 
through, and set out for home in spite of the rain, just 
before Dominie Van Zandt, for whom everybody made 
way, gained the door, and looked anxiously up and 
down the road. She had no umbrella, and was thinly 
clad ; it was almost impossible to avoid the puddles ; 
in a few moments she must inevitably be drenched 
with the rainj one wagon, driven carelessly past, 
nearly ran over her ; another bespattered her with 
mud. There is something pitiful in being wet through, 
something mortifying in being drabbled with mud, 
something forsaken in being on foot and exposed to 
the storm when everybody else is protected and com- 
fortable. Angle has pride enough left to be more 
conscious of the neighbours' wagons coming up behind 
than she is of the rain ; sensitiveness enough to feel 
the familiar eyes looking down upon her more acutely 
than she feels the cold east wind that is blowing. So 
she walks fast, and gets the more spattered and wet 
for doing so, and cannot hope to outstrip the carriages 
after all. Even now, there is one coming up at full 
speed ; how the old vehicle rattles ! every spoke in its 
wheels seems alive ! now it is alongside — ah, it stops ! 
It is the dominie's antique " shay." 

" Jump in ! my dear, jump in out of the rain !" cries 
the old man, who has himself alighted, and whose 
broadcloth is exposed to the toiTcnt, while he assists 
Angie into the vehicle with the gallantry of a century 
iigo. " There, let me button up the boot on your side ! 
That is right ; now we are snug !" and he chirrups to 
his old nag. 

The dominie is going quito out of his way this rainy 
afternoon, too ! Fie on you, farmer this and deacon 
that, who arc coming up just behind ! You, who live 
near, might have given the orphan a lift so easily, and 
saved your old parson the trouble. 
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But he does not seem to think it a trouble. How 
kindly he talks to her ! How careful he is not to 
notice that she is dripping at all points like a wet 
umbrella 1 How fast he drives, so as to deposit his 
damp passenger at her home as quickly as possible ! 

" I have watched for you every Sunday, my child," 
he says. " It has done my heart good to see you in 
your old seat. But you have never given me a chance 
to speak to you. Why do you run away so ?" 

" I don't run from you^ sir," Angie aiiswers, with 
emphasis. 

"Ah, yes, I understand ; you don't like to meet the 
congregation. Ah, yes \ well, that's natural, I suppose, 
but not a good thing for you, though. No, not a good 
thing. You live too much alone, and with the old 
people. Come and see us some day, my dear. Come 
and see Mrs. Yan Zandt. She'll be very glad to see 
you. But she's old too," he continued, as if the thought 
took him by surprise. "Yea, and paralytic — poor, 
dear soul 1 it's hard for me to realize that. But never 
mind/' he added, encouragingly, ''she's cheerful and 
patient. It will do you good to see her. It does 
everybody good, always. We're both old. I didn't 
think of that when I asked you to come \ but it will 
be a change. We'll make it as pleasant to you as we 
can, and perhaps your young fingers can do a good turn 
for Mrs. Van Zandt, so be sure and come ;" and to 
make the matter sure he named a day. 

How this adroit hint that she might be of use 
wrought upon Angie, how she accepted the invitation, 
how it opened the door to that influence of the old 
couple, which was, henceforth, like summer showers 
to the dry ground of her life, belongs to that sacred 
history of friendship which can never be written. Like 
God's fountain in the desert, it is often mysterious 
in its source, small in its beginnings, but steals into 
the heart of existence, wanders through all its 
Z22azeis^ widening a» it goes, watexvi and enriches 
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at every step o its progress, and never pauses 
in its work of beneficence until it is merged at 
last in that sea of boundless love which rounds the 
universe. 

What the old couple were to Angle was best shown 
by the fruits of the renovation to which their kindness 
proved the life-spring. 

The most tangible of these fruits, and those which 
appealed most directly to the material mind of Hannah, 
were the profits of the needlework which the paraon 
and his wife contrived, out of the poverty of the par- 
sonage, to pay Angle liberally for doing, and the 
superfluities from the annual donation party which 
helped the inmates of the cottage to eke oiit a sub- 
sistence that first winter of their united experience. 
A less substantial but not less marked effect of the 
countenance bestowed on Angle at the parsonage was 
the growing charity for her which it excited in the 
neighbourhood, as well as an increasing confidence on 
her part in the general good- will. It never again 
happened that she was exposed to rain, snow, or sun- 
stroke for want of invitations to take a seat in some- 
body's vehicle on Sundays, and on market-days the 
farmers living farther up the cross-road frequently 
offered her a place in their wagons either in going or 
returning. At first Angie was chary of accepting 
these hospitalities, but hers was not a nature to resist 
kindness or harbour suspicion. With the children 
especially, among whom she, like her father, or per- 
haps partly for his sake, had always been a prime 
favourite, her former relations were easily resumed j 
their eager petition, " Ride with us, Angie — ride with 
us ]" or their contentions for the place next her either 
in pew or wagon, were too coaxing to be resisted. 
The aged friends of Margery and Hannah, too, with 
their weekly anxiety concerning the old widows* health, 
were bw^ to be pleased with her grateful acknowledg- 
ment of th^ Inquiries, ftnd aU, of evei^ ^^<^> ^^i^^\i^ 
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ill their judgment of her as time threw past events 
into the background^ and brought virtues of hers, both 
old and new, into prominence. 

I have made the voice of common gossip a rough 
index to her social standing at various points in my 
story. Hear now what public opinion had to say of 
Jier some three years later than any period yob 
touched upon. The dialogue I quote took place between 
Briny Rycker and the mother of six boys before men- 
tioned. 

"Was Angle Cousin to meetinT was the opening 
remark from the latter. 

" Yes ; but she looked real dragged out" 

" And no wonder ; I think they've imposed upon 
her up at Beck's. She's most killed herself nussin' that 
baby." 

" Law, she didn't seem to think it any hardship. 
She happened in there sort of by accident, just as the 
baby was taken bad with the snuffles. Hannah sent 
her to see Joel about killing their pig, but when she 
saw how bad on't the baby was, she took right hold, 
jest as she always does." 

" Poor little feller ! how many days was that afore 
he died r 

" Three — three days and nights that Angie Cousin 
never had her clothes off." 

" Why, where was his mother, I want to 
know r 

"Susin? Why, between you and me, she gave 
out, and went to bed. She cried, and said she 
couldn't bear to see him suffer so ; and she managed 
to bring on the dysterics, and her mother and Miss 
Beck had just as much as they could do to keep her 
quiet." 

" And left poor Angie to do all the tendin' o' that 

sick child r 

" Wal ! it didn't matter much ; after the first day 
ie wouldn't go to nobody else. She tended him 
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handy-liko, you see ; there's nobody like her with 
chil'eo. As for our Susin, — wal, p'raps, I ought not 
to say so, but she's about the shifblessest piece ever I 
did see." 

" So Angie was the only one that could quiet that 
dyin' child ! I declare, she's jest like her dear old 
father. How he did use to pet my boys ! There's 
Sam remembers him now jest as if it was only yes- 
terday that he used to coax him with candy, and such 
like." 

** Why," said Miss Briny, "you ought to have seen 
that little feller and her the night afore he died. It 
was a real touching sight, the way she'd walk up and 
down with him by the hour, and he no light weight 
either ; and when he got kind of quiet, and she laid 
him on the bed, she couldn't move an inch from him 
but he'd scream out. The little thing dropped off 
sudden at last. Why, 't wan't half an hour afore he 
drew his last breath that Miss Beck see him a smilin' 
at Angie and a twistin' one of her curls round his 
little &i.t fingers. He had revulsions jest afterwards, 
and they'd hardly time to call the folks 'fore he was 
stretched out like a poor little dead bird." 

" An' she fixed him for the grave an' all, so I've 
heerd !" 

" Everything. She didn't want any help, she said. 
She washed and dressed him, and curled his hair as 
purty as could be 'fore his mother saw him again ; 
an' he did look like a picter, for he wan't wasted a 
mite." 

"Wal ! I declare she's a wonderful gal. I couldn't 
do it for no child myself, and I the mother o' six." 

" She was always the eapablest creetur in the world," 
remarked Briny. 

" Yes, but it's a different sort o' things she turns her 
hand to now from what it was once. There seems to 
)>e nothin' but what she can bring her mind to sinc^ 
she see sufferin' herself." 
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" Bhe's a real subdued character/' said Miss Briny, 
" an' not one o' the selfish sort, neither.*' 

" She jest dis votes herself to those old women, they 
say, and yet she finds time to tend babies, an' nuss 
sick folks, an' go a nuttin' with the chil'en ; everybody 
depends on her for 'mergencies like that at Beck's ; 
and as for Mis' Yan Zandt, she can't seem to get along 
more'n a week to time without her." 

" I don't know what would ha' become o' poor Mis' 
Stein if it hadn't been for Angie," remarked Briny. 
" 'Twas winter time, you know, when she was taken 
down with her last sickness, and there was nobody to 
do a thing to make her comfortable. Stein had no 
more consideration for her than for an old churn that 
was past use. Peter was drunk as a sot all the time, 
and a disgrace to the neighbourhood; and as for Polly 
— wal, the Lord knows where she was or is; the least 
thought or said about Polly the better." 

" Poll has never once shown herself hereabout, has 
she ?" spoken mysteriously. 

" Never. Not even at her mother's ftineral." 

" Do you s'pose they've any idea what's become of 
her?" 

" I don't know in the least. Stein went to York 
two or three times — so I've heerd — and tried to hunt 
her up. P'raps he found her — anyhow he never let 
on a word about her to anybody as I can learn." 

" The neighbourhood was cheated for awhile with 
the notion that she was larnin' the millinery trade, but 
nobody believes that now, I s'pose." 

" Nobody's quite such a fool, I reckon. My sister- 
in-law did go to York two or three year ago, calker- 
latin' to come across Polly at some millings in the 
Bowery, and consult her about a new bunnet. But 
she wasn't to be found in any of those places. I hear 
though, she has been seen a year or two back in places 
a good deal less resjpectable. I don't think anybody, 
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doubts what has become of her, or is much siu'prised 
either. She was always a iarcy jade." 

" Poot Miss Stein T said the other, with a sigh ; 
" what a hard time she's had on't with such a family 
as hern." 

" Wal, Angle was like a darter to her," resumed 
Miss Briny. "She wan't under any obligations iu 
that quarter, and they say Hannah called her all the 
fools in the world for slavin' herself over Mis' Stein, 
when if Stein hadn't been such a wretch of a miser 
he might ha' hired somebody to nuss his wife." 

" Don't you 'magine he paid her anything for bein' 
off an' on there all winter?" 

" Paid her ! Not he. Why, he wouldn't let 'em 
Lave a fire in his wife's chamber, nor a lamp to burn 
at night, nor any kind o' nourishment that was fit for 
a poor sick thing like her. Angle used to watch there 
nights, to my certain knowledge, when she could hardly 
keep herself from freezin', and then used to run home 
in the mornin', and make some broth or cook up some 
little thing er other for Mis' Stein's breakfiast. Stein 
never even thanked her, but she had the dyin' woman's 
blessin', if that's any comfort, and the good word o' 
the whole neighbourhood. As I heard Miss Beck say 
at the funeral, it was a real Christian deed, and the 
more so because the Steins, as a family, had been no 
friends to her or hem. But Angle Cousin don't stand 
on that; she's a real forgivin' disposition; amiable-like, 
jest as her father was afore her — else," in a confiden- 
tial tone, " she wouldn't ha' patronised so with my 
sister Kycker an' the Becks in the baby's sickness. I 
must say they used to turn the cold shoulder on her if 
anybody did." 

" Wal, nobody '11 ever flout at Angle Cousin again, 

I reckon," said the mother of six, determinately. " I'll 

always stand up for her, anyway. I only wish she 

could get up het sperits a little, W\iS\.\» t^Sl Oa^^'?^ 

q2 
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she used to have, and a lively word for everybody, 'an 
jaunty kind o' ways. I can assure you, Miss Rycker, 
it very often brings the tears into my eyes to think 
what a shadder that poor gal is o' what the Lord 
meant her to be, if things hadn't turned out jest as 
they did." 

" Does it 1" said Miss Briny. " Now, it don't me. 
I s'pose it depends on one's pint o' view. You've got 
a hearty family, an' are used to see folks find their 
pleasure in frolickin' and noise; but p'raps, if you was 
lonesomelike, an' had a good deal to contend with one 
way an' another" (and Miss Briny sighed heavily), 
" there'd be something comfortin' in her grave looks 
an' kind o' sympathiziu' ways. Not but what I'd like 
to see her happy, an' all that," continued the poor 
spinster, in a parenthesis of disinterestedness ; '^ but as 
long as there must be so much sorrer an' misery in 
the world, those on us that's seen trouble can't depre- 
ciate enough them that knows how to meet 'em on 
their own ground. Angie's fece and figur' may, as 
you say, be shadders of what the Lord meant 'em fur, 
but they're kind o' softened shadders to my thinkin', 
like things you see in the moonlight; sorrer and suf- 
ferin' have warred against the flesh, but they've made 
on her a ministerin' spirit — an' that last's a blessin' 
to humanity, and no disappintment to the Lord, I 
reckon." 

A ministering spirit ! That then was the calling to 
which Angie was called, and in its fulfilment, so far as 
she was faithful, she had already acquired a new popu- 
larity. Not that emergencies, like those above referred 
to, were frequent. They came only at wide intervals; 
but the spirit of her life was nevertheless one of sym- 
pathy, and unconsciously made itself felt. Those who 
have probed life deeply at one point know better what 
lies beneath the surface everywhere. Angie had been 
social by nature, like her father, but experience now 
had let her down into ttie Veaxt of things, and what 
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others only knew of, she could feel. So henceforth 
her look, her voice, the touch .of her helping hand, 
were not like the look, the voice, the touch of the 
uninitiated. God had poured on her the ordaining 
oil, and henceforth sorrow claimed her as its priest. 

It was long before she knew her office ; longer still 
before she gave herself to its fulfilment. The tear of 
pity was the first softening dew-drop to her rebel 
heart ; the friendliness, which afterwards flowed from 
the same source in a wider stream, evoked gentle 
emotions that had seemed crushed and dead ; kindnes<) 
directed their growth and culture, and God's love at 
last revivified the soul, which, buried in the deep 
grave of all its earthly hopes, had found therein a 
well of water, and was springing up into everlasting 
life. 

Here then was resurrection : not of hopes gone and 
dead, not of happiness blotted out for ever, not of 
ease — of which there was no earthly prospect — but of 
the soul to its higher life. 

Even now she cannot always make duty a substi- 
tute for joy, patience the cure of pain, or the peace 
of God a rest for her troubled spirit. There is the 
struggle, the battle, and often the defeat for her, as for 
all who fight the fight of faith. 

But she has an inheritance among the faithful. 
Her sunny traits came of the paternal blood ; but her 
mother was of the Puritan stock — men and women 
who, with faces sternly set heavenward, weathered sea 
and storm. She has their strength of holy purpose ; 
she is fighting under the Master's banner, and on the 
right side ; she has taken to herself the whole armour 
of God. His grace will be sufficient for her; she will 
win the victory. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



A CLEW AT LAST. 

It was just five years since the night of the ball at 
Stein's — eventful years in the fortunes of the American 
Republic, including successes and reverses experienced 
in more than one foreign war, an honoui*able restora- 
tion of peace, and the establishment of national pro- 
sperity on a surer foundation than ever before. Years 
of little more than ordinary interest to the people of 
Stein's Plains, except for the double tragedy which 
marked the commencement of the period, since when 
no local incident had occurred of any comparable 
importance. 

The war was discussed in the village grocery and 
the tavern at the cross roads, with that mingling of 
shrewdness and ignorance, intelligence and bravado, 
with which public news is usually canvassed in these 
schools of American oratory, but the actual knowledge 
this rustic community had of its &cts, or their sense of 
its nearness, was less than is had in this generation in 
cases of East Ijidian or Chinese wars. It was not for 
them the hand-to-hand stiniggle in which their grand- 
fathers had achieved freedom, or the life-and-death 
grapple to which their grandchildren have lately 
spruog in her defence. Fought at a distance, and for 
the most part on ^n element to which they were 
strangers, the chief interest it possessed for them lay 
in the alternations of pride and mortification with 
which they hailed " (mr victories ' or lamented " our 
defeats." Peace, when it was announced, was the 
mere insurance of rights of which they had never 
dreamed of being dispossessed^ and so far as concerned 
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their security, both of person and property, the war 
and the peace alike might as well have been at the 
antipodes. 

These five eventful years in the national history, 
then, had rolled over the people at Stein's Plains, 
leaving no other traces than a few more lines of care 
on weather-beaten faces, a few children sprung to 
their growth, a few white heads bleached whiter, a 
few deaf ears (Hannah Rawle's among others) grown 
deafer, here and there a fresh-sodded mound in the 
burying-ground, and the same member of familiar 
forms missing in theip homes. 

I wonder how many among the two dozen couples 
who danced five years ago at Stein's are thinking of it 
to-night. There is no ball this year to remind them 
of past festivities. The last attempt, two years ago, 
proved a failure; perhaps because the hard-working 
hostess, really slaved to death at last, was no longer 
behind the scenes, moving secret springs; perhaps 
because Stein, who was really getting old now, had 
lost his energy and strength of purpose. At all 
events, the Christmas bi^lls are among the things that 
have been. 

The things that a/re prove too engrossing for most 
of the dancers of five years ago to spend their time 
and thoughts tp-night in looking back upon the past. 
Some of them were heads of families even then, nearly 
all have by this time become thrifty husbandmen or 
busy matrons, and amid the cares, the noise, the 
cheerful bustle of their homes, youthful memories or 
sentimental regrets find little scope for indulgence. 
Who can pause to meditate upon the past when there 
are cattle to be foddered, fowls to be plucked and 
made ready for market, barrels of apples and out-door 
pumps to be protected from the frost, sausages to be. 
stuffed, pork liver to be fried for the men's supper, 
bread set to rise, cradles to be rocked, and children to 
be huddled off to bed 1 But in ttvoa^ \iom's^ ^\vst^ 
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there are no strong-voiced men coming in to supper, 
no children to be sung to sleep, no work to be done 
after dark, there is stillness and leisure at this hour, 
and in those hearts, which the things that a/t*e can 
never fill the things that Imve been, are now uppermost. 

' Such a home is that cottage on the lonely cross-road 
where Angie Cousin still lives with the Widows 
Rawle. 

It is a wild night, just such a night as one they 
all remember well. The wind is whistling around 
the house, — that malicious wind, that seems longing 
for mischief always. Now it sways the branches of 
an old apple-tree, which are well crusted with ice, 
and sweeping the window pane with them, creates a 
temporary hail- storm ; then it snatches a loose shingle 
from the roof, and twirls it round and round in a mad 
dance on the housetop. A little while ago, when 
Angie replenished the fire with damp wood, ifc met 
the smoke in the chimney, fought a battle with it, and 
drove it back in a cloud into her feca Twice it has 
blown the house door open, compelling her to bar it at 
last, and revealing triumphantly at the same time 
the great drifts of snow which it has heaped up 
against that side of the house, and which it threateni^ 
to heap up higher, for the snow is falling still. 

Each of the old women has her straight-backed 
chair, drawn to the accustomed side of the fireplace. 
Hannah, to all appearance, very little changed, sits 
erect as ever, and the lines of her face are as stem 
and uncompromising. Perhaps the season of the year 
and the wildness of the night have conjured up her 
spectral thought, perhaps not, for Hannah is too 
matter-of-fact and practical to be much influenced by 
coincidences or anniversaries. At all events they can 
be only dreams of the past which she is indulging, for 
though her attitude puts her beyond suspicion, her 
deep breathing betrays her, and she is indubitably 

asleep, Margery, more coated and bent than ever, 
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cowers down in her comer, listens tremblingly to the 
storm, glances timorously at her sister-in-law during 
the continuance of the blasts, and at every lull in the 
temi>est suffers her eyes to rest upon Angie (who has 
drawn a low chair close beside her), with that pleading, 
trusting look which dumb animals bestow on their 
protectors. 

It is so instinctive with Angie to take her seat on 
Margery's side of the fireplace, and on wintry nights 
like this to draw a little nearer yet to Geordie's 
mother, she is so accustomed to feel heraelf the 
object of that appealing gaze, and has understood it so 
long and so well, that there being nothing new in her 
relations to Margery, and Hannah being asleep, she is 
as much lost and abstracted from her present surround- 
ings as if quite unobserved and alone. 

She has been knitting by the fire-light, the only 
light they can afford throughout the long winter 
evenings ; but now the stocking lies idly on her lap, 
her head is resting on her hand, and she is apparently 
tracing out objects in the red-hot, glimmering coals, 
not building castles in the air, only musing on the ruins 
of those demolished five years ago. 

And the fire-light on which she is gazing so steadily 
is reflected, meanwhile, on her face. What does it 
reveal there? 

Ah, " that depends wholly," as Briny Rycker once 
said, " on your point of view." Are you looking for 
the beauty that formerly made her the belle of Stein's 
Plains? Then you may look in vain. Youth is 
})eautiful, and Angle's first flush of youth is past ; 
health is beautiful, and lately Angle's frame, though 
still capable of much endurance, had shown signs of 
languor and debility ; happiness is beautiful, and 
Angie is not happy, — ^patient and peaceful, but that is 
all. Angle's beauty, too, had been pre-eminently of 
that order which is enhanced by, if not dependent wjc 
good spirits, arch expressions, playM ^^n^. ^^^ ^^^- 
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tures were never regular ; there was nothing meohani- 
cal in her smile; none of her graces were of the 
statuesque type. Nature made her one of those 
jewels which has intrinsic lustre, but needs animation, 
motion, light to give it radiance ; she was not a pearl, 
which is best set off against a dark background. She 
was exactly calculated to play a brilliant part in 
society ; she would never make an artist's saint or a 
model nun. She is certainly out of her element, and 
Nature has a right to be disappointed in her, if not 
Heaven. What a pity ! 

And this, then, is victory ! Certainly ; why not ] 
Tell me, is victory beautiful? Is it not wounded, 
stained, scarred, just in proportion as it is hard-won 
and glorious 1 Does it not come with tattered 
banners, and broken ranks, and weary steps, as 
tokens of its triumph ? Who sees in our decimated 
battalions, or on the face of our bloody battle-fields, 
the cheering signs of conquest 1 It is known only by 
its fruits. It is felt, not seen. 

I have shown a few of the ways in which Angle's 
self-conquest made itself felt in her little sphere ; but 
look at her, as she sits in the fire-light, and what do 
you see 1 " Why," you will say, *' only a pale, sober- 
looking woman." " Pretty V* ** No ; I should never 
have dreamed of her being pretty. Neat to be sure ; 
but oh, how plain her dress is ! How old she is 
getting, too ! Don't I spy a few gray hairs in her head, 
or is that only my fancy in this pale light? Dear me, 
can that be Angie ? Why, I don't believe I should 
have known her T 

It is Angie, and the plain livery she wears is the 
badge by which you may often recognise them that 
have overcome. 

How calm she looks ! Whatever visions she sees in 
the embers now, they have no power to disturb her 
peace ; her fiice wears a sad expression, but her atti- 
tade is full of repose. She is not so calm as she seems, 
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however. This composed attitude has become habitual 
with her ; and the visions, painful as they may be, are 
too familiar to startle her with their presence; but 
her nerves are far from sound, for a stamping of feet 
outside the door, and a hand laid on the latch, cause 
her to give a convulsive start, not because the step and 
touch are strange, for, though unexpected, she knows 
them well ; but perhaps because the coming visitor is 
painfully associated with the subject of her meditation ; 
possibly because he is unwelcome to her at all times, 
or perchance merely on account of the sudden turn 
given to her thoughts. But the shock is for an instant 
only j then she rises composedly to take down the bar 
and admit the visitor. 

Margery's childish look follows her to the door. 
*' What's that r cries Hannah, whose dull ears have 
echoed just enough sound to cause her to awaken from 
her nap, with a more perceptible start than Angle's. 
" My brother Dick, I vum T as Van Hansen came in, 
powdered with snow. " Wal, if ever there is one night 
in the year worse than another, it's sure to bring 
you." 

Angle placed a chair in front of the fire for him. 

'* 'Do, Margery ? 'do, Hannah V* he muttered, abbre- 
viating the customary salutation of society to the last 
degree, to save words, and, as usual, taking no notice 
whatever of Angle, who, accustomed to be thus over- 
looked by hiih, resumed her low chair with the meek- 
ness of one who is content to be despised. 

Then there was a prolong silence ; but this was 
nothing strange. Hannah being deaf, and Margery 
what she was, poor soul ! and Angle a creature wholly 
ignored, Van Hansen's conversation with them usually 
consisted of a few commonplaces, uttered at intervals, 
and the long pauses between were neither felt to bo 
oppressive nor ominous. They were merely charac- 
teristic of occasions wherein social intercourse wq& 
well understood to be suppleraentaTy to Wi^\.T>afe ^-^^"^X^ 
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of the visit, which usually revealed itself after Diok 
was gone in the form of a basket of groceries found on 
the door-step, a sparerib of pork left hanging in the 
shed, or some such substantial token of the visitor's 
presence. To-night, Christmas being so near, a fat 
turkey, or the materials for a plum-pudding, might 
reasonably be anticipated as an afterpiece. 

But any such anticipation was destined to be disap- 
pointed. The object of Van Hansen's present visit 
was no less weighty, but its delivery must precede, not 
follow, his departure, and must be made in person. 

He was awkward at the undertaking. Though evi- 
dently oppressed with the burden which he had brought 
so far through the storm, his efforts to relieve himself 
of it were for some time ineffectual. His conversation 
was more terse and abstracted than usual. His eyes 
were fixed on a single spot in the rag-carpet, excepting 
as he now and then turned them suddenly upon 
Hannah, he seemed about to give utterance to what 
was uppermost in his mind, then checked himself 
abruptly. The truth was, he had something of more 
than ordinary interest to communicate, but dreaded its 
effect on the old woman. At last, as if all the force 
gained by his previous efforts had concentrated itself 
for a finad blast, he leaned forward, put his mouth to 
one of her deaf ears, and bawled out, without preface 
or preamble, " We've got a clue to the murder f 

** You hain't 1" cried Hannah, jumping as if a shot 
had issued from Yan Hansen's mouth and pierced her 
brain. It was a blasting shot indeed. It had struck 
two poor hearts on the opposite side of the fireplace, 
and seemed to let out the life-blood. Margery's hand 
clutched Angle's gown as with a death-clutch; but 
these two victims were otherwise still, and attracted 
no attention. 

" We have, though," responded Van Hansen, in a 
tone of assiurance, almost of triumph. 

^^It'a come out, then 1 The Lord be praised ! I shall 
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sec my old man avenged afore I die ! How did it 
come to light 1 Was it one or two ]" All this Hannah 
poured out at a breath. 

"Dun know yet," shouted Dick, with an emphasis 
intended to check impatience and allay excitement. 
*' We've got a clue, that's all." 
" How 1 where 1 what is it V 
" Wal, it's a man down to York. He's turned state's 
evidence, I hear. They're a goin' to take his testimony 
to-morrow, and I'm goin' down there to see about it." 
" Can't hear ! What does he sayl" cried Hannah, 
with irritation ; for Dick, in uttering a phrase of any 
length, was apt to muffle his voice and lower it a pitch, 
forgetful of her infirmity. " Come here, Angie, and 
tell me what he says." 

Angie somehow tottered to her feet in obedience to 
this summons. Her clear voice was often Hannah's 
ear-trumpet. What an office for her to act as inter- 
preter now ! But there was no escape. Hannah's call 
was imperatiye. 

Margery held her back, however, keeping firm grasp 
on her gown. Angie dared not remonstrate with the 
trembling Margery. She was compelled to unwrench 
the withered hand, hastily and by force. The hand 
thus unloosed from its stronghold clasped its mate with 
an expression of despair, while anxious eyes followed 
Angie as if imploring her not to league hei'self with 
the betrayers. 

But she must play her part, however hard ; must 
report faithfuUy to Hannah every word of Yan Han- 
sen's, though every word were a thunderbolt. For- 
tunately for her, the worst there was to tell was told 
already. It only remained to explain to Hannah, 
which was accomplished with some difficulty on ac- 
count of her ignorance of legal forms, that a certain 
man, who had been some time since committed to 
prison for crimes of the lesser magu\twd<^)^^s^ ^iSws^ \»<5> 
be employed as testimony in tlie caae oi cyafc^xs^^"^ ^^^ 
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his gang, noted pirates, recently captured at sea, and 
now awaiting trial in New York. The man who pro- 
posed to turn state's evidence had confessed himself an 
accomplice in many crimes, both by sea and land. As 
he had, among other confessions, dropped a hint to his 
jailer of having five years before been engaged in sotne 
atrocious affair in New Jei*sey, the jailer, remembering 
the reward offered for the discovery of Baultie Bawle's 
murderers, lost no time in communicating with the 
legal authorities, and also with Yan Hausen, who was 
known to be interested in the feiTeting out of the 
crime and its agents. The expectation of obtaining 
evidence in the Eawle affair lay in the &Gt that the 
witness, whose eagerness for the conviction of Bullet 
had led liim to make revelations of the past, would, 
when furnishing his testimony in the one case, be in- 
duced, either by the promise of indulgences, or for the 
sake of easing his conscience, to make a clean breast 
regarding his complicity in other crimes. 

To aid in this purpose, it was deemed desirable that 
those most nearly concerned, and who might, by their 
questioning or hints, deduce the necessary proofs, 
should be present at his examination. This had been 
postponed, for some reason unknown to Yan Hausen, 
to the last possible moment, but the coui*t for the trial 
of Bullet being already in session, it could be no longer 
delayed. Yan Hausen, who had been made acquainted 
with these facts by the detective some days previously, 
had hitherto forborne imparting them to Hannah, in 
order to save her unnecessary suspense ; but as he had 
been notified to be present the next morning at an 
examination of the man preparatory to his appearing 
in open court, he did not venture to withhold from 
her any longer a secret in which she was the party 
most interested. 

The above information, for her benefit, was elicited, 
not in any connected form, but in detached phrases, 
uttered in successive ierk^by^wa.'Rwjfiiwi^^aQLd isom- 



A CLEW AT LAST. 

municated by Angle as by an echo; — a thing not sup- 
posed by its auditors to heai', think, or understand ; 
an unconscious reporter merely. Only Margery won- 
dered at Angle. She, poor creature, with strained 
eyes and imploring hands, seemed to protest with her 
against every word of which she suftered herself to be 
the medium. The very echoes Inay betray, and with 
her last bulwark of strength seemingly in league 
against her, poor Margery felt herself forsaken and 
lost. But Angie's voice, like Nature's, was simply 
obedient to law. What the obedience cost her no one 
but herself ever knew. 

There was something awful in the calmness with 
which, after the first shock of surprise, Hannah listened 
to Van Hansen's report, and treasured up its details. 
It was the calmness of triumph, the confidence of 
victory. As her mind took in and digested one item 
after another of the intelligence Dick had brought, the 
feverish irritability she had manifested at fii*st settled 
into the composure of a resolved will. She drew 
herself to the edge of her chair like one ready for 
action, braced up her tall form, clinched her right fist, 
and, looking coming events as it were in the face, felt 
herself more than ever her dead husband's champion. 
No judge in all the land could be half so stern, so 
terrible, so pitiless, as this old woman, who had waited 
all these years for vengeance, and not waited, as she 
now believed, in vain. Margery cowered before her. 
Angle shuddered as she saw her thus gird herself for 
the onset. 

"Are you goin' to York in the momin', Dick?" 
was Hannah's deliberate query, at the conclusion of 
his report. He nodded in the affirmative. 

"What timer 

" I shall start afore sunrise," was his answer, trans- 
mitted through Ai^e. 

" I wanted to know, 'cause I'm goin' witlx -^ov^V ^vcA. 
Hannah, cooUy. 
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"You? what fur? where to?" asked Dick, in 
surprise. 

" To the jail ; to the court where the trial ia, to see 
the whole thing with toy own eyes. Who's a better 
right, I'd like to know ?" 

Dick looked dumbfounded. He would never have 
confided the matter to Hannah if he had thought of 
this as the consequence. He expostulated; the 
severity of the weather, the open pung in which he 
should be obliged to travel, the unsuitableness of such 
an expedition for women, the trial to her feelings, 
everything he could suggest by way of argument was 
brought forward in opposition; but it was of no use, 
Hannah was firm. Go she would — go before sunrise, 
in her brother's pung and in spite of the weather, and 
she closed the catalogue of her plans with the words, 
" Angie will go with me." 

Angie had stooped to pick up a brand from the 
hearth, which she let fall at this. A look of agony 
overspread her face, and she cried out, like one in 
terror, " Not me ? O, no !" At the same moment 
Margery stretched out a hand in a fi-antic manner and 
clutched once more at her gown. Angie, to hide the 
action, suffered herself to be drawn to Margery's side 
of the fireplace, and beneath the folds of her dress 
patted the withered hand in a soothing, caressing 
manner, as one pats a child. Margery looked com- 
forted. 

But Hannah persisted. " You wouldn't have m.e go 
alone, child, among all those men. Besides, I can't 
hear a word without you. It wont hurt young folks, 
I guess, if an old woman like me can risk it, though it 
is bad business we're goin' on, an' winter weather inter 
the bargain." 

Margery quivered like an aspen leaf. Angie, still 
patting the hand, seemed to say, " There ! there ! — 
hush ! hush 1 — ^we must meet it as well as we can.*' 

*' Wal, Han," screamed Dick, who, paying no atten- 
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tion to the question concerning Angie — taking a rude 
pleasure, perhaps, in interrupting it — had risen to go, 
"You've got to be ready 'fore sunrise, that's all; 
'tain't my fault if you ketch yer death," he grunted, as 
he went out. 

There was not much sleep in the cross-road cottage 
that night. Hannah's eyes were strained wide-open ; 
and though she went to bed first, resolved, among 
other things, to fortify herself with a good night's rest, 
the visions which haunted her imagination were not 
of the sedative order, and she lay still, but wakeful, 
eager, longing for the dawn, to her so full of promise. 
Margery crept into bed beside her, as the lamb might 
do which has been taught to lie down by the sleeping 
lion, but has seen symptoms of its companion's ferocity, 
and is in dread lest the enemy may wake and pounce 
upon it. Especially did this nightmare of terror seize 
upon her when, through the darkness, she watched the 
companion of her pillow creep out of bed, steal to the 
bureau, feel in the corner of the upper drawer, to make 
sure that the mitten — George's mitten, that precious 
bit of proof — ^was safe, and satisfying herself of the 
fact, steal back to bed. Could George's mother sleep 
that night 1 Her visions were not of the stuff that 
dreams are made of, though nightmares are some- 
times. 

Angie would gladly have sat up until morning. 
She had to make ready for an early breakfast, bring 
out her own and Hannah's best warm clothes for the 
journey, and hunt up bricks to heat in the ashes over 
night, to put into the bottom of the sleigh as a pro- 
tection against frozen feet. She would gladly have 
made a pretence of business to occupy her until day- 
light, if it were only to keep near Margery, and now 
and then, on every trifling pretext, creep into the 
bed-room and secretly pat the hand that was seeking 
hers always. But the moment everything absolutely 
necessary was done, Hannah ordered Adj^*^ o^ V>\i^^ 
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where she lay quaking, shivering, moaning, — not with 
the cold, though her window-panes were coated with 
ice, her breath frozen on the sheet, the wind coming 
in at many a crack, — ^but because her tears, her 
prayers, the faith which had supported her through 
many a strait, — nothing could save her now • from a 
mortal dread of the morrow. 



CHAPTER XXL 

OK THE TRACK OF CRIME. 

The morning sun at Stein's Plains came up like a great 
red ball rising from a bed of snow. The storm was 
past, the wind lulled, but the cold was intense, the 
earth seemed shrinking and crouching under its snowy 
coverlet, the doors and windows of the &rmhouses 
were sealed up with strips of white cement ; traces of 
man's ownership, his industry, his prerogative — all 
had been obliterated in a night. Winter had taken 
possession, and no one had yet risen to dispute her 
claim. 

But she was about to be defied. The challenge was 
already coming down the cross-road ; it was heralded 
by the jingling of bells ; it appeared over the crest of 
a little hill, in the form of a blue pung, drawh by a 
white horse, and containing three individuals. It 
seemed as if the " great red eye of heaven" had started 
up in surprise to stare at this plebeian object, the only 
moving thing for miles around, and now coming on 
at a round trot, breaking at every step the chaste 
uniformity with which Nature had decked herself. It 
ought to have been Youth on a voyage of discovery. 
Innocence seeking adventure, Hope elated at the 
pra$pectj who were thiM gut M (toilers, bre«iking th* 
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first track on that pure, untrodden pathway. Could 
it be that it was Experience, Revenge, and Fear, all 
on the track of crime V 

It was no other than these last, for Van Hansen, 
Hannah Rawle, and Angie were already on their way 
to New York 

They travelled in silence. It was cold enough to 
stiffen their jaws ; had they been a pleasure-party 
they would not have thawed into merriment so early ; 
as it was, they preserved a silence as stern as that of 
the still December morning which they were so boldly 
confronting. Hannah, dressed in a scant cloak of 
black camlet, a fur cape of yellowish sable (that ugly, 
old-fashioned sable which our grandmothers sported 
fifty years ago), and a pumpkin hood of huge dimen- 
sions, was, by her height, her erect posture, and her 
determined air, the most conspicuous figure in the 
pung. Probably she felt the cold, the hard seat, the 
absence of anything to lean against less than either of 
her fellow-travellers. Angie, clad in the close-fitting 
mandarin, and the little pink hood (faded pink it was 
now), looked like a child beside her Amazonian com- 
panion . She shivered perceptibly ; her face wore the 
expression of one who is dragged forward against her 
will ; she had withdrawn iustinctively from Hannah's 
vicinity to the extremity of the plank which consti- 
tuted the back seat of the pung, and, leaning over the 
side of the vehicle, watched the runner cut its track 
in the snow with as intense a gaze as if they were 
voyaging oh the surface of a frozen sea, in which they 
might at any moiuent sink. 

Yan Hansen had lately got a stoop in the shoulders, 
which was more than ever perceptible as he. sat 
leaning over the reins in a brooding attitude, his head 
crowned with a seal-skin cap, and sunk as far as the 
ears within the upright collar of a green and black 
plaid cloaky fksloued at the throat with a ^\:v^^\> ^X/^^^ 
hook and alUun. Onoe in a \YkQe ^le x<)\x3gj^^ \Cv!C£Ai^> 
&2 
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and half turned round to draw up a well-worn 
bnffido-robe, apparently to saTO it from dragging in the 
snow, in reality to tuck it more effectually round the 
feet of his female passengers. This act» repeated at 
intervals, and now and then a slapping of the reins, 
and a *^ go 'long !'' to his horse, were the only excep- 
tions to his otherwise stoical deportment. 

They jourueyed for two hours without meeting or 
passing any one on the road, though as they advanced 
there were increasing signs of animation in the fiurm- 
houses and barnyards, showing that the population was 
astir. The snow had been drifted in some places by the 
last night's wind; but on the. whole the roads were prac- 
ticable, and travelling facilitated rather than impeded 
by the storm; so that, although they had the dis- 
advantage of being the first to break track, our party 
made good speed. As they approached the neighbour- 
hood of the city, and gained roads well trodden by the 
passage of other sleighs, they progressed even nu»re 
rapidly, and it was not yet nine o'clock when they 
reached the ferry at Hoboken. The ferry-boats then 
were not the floating castles which serve the purpose 
in our day. So small and inconvenient in comparison 
was that in which our travellers crossed, that it barely 
furnished accommodation for Yan Hausen's pung, and 
two other clumsy vehicles which crossed on the same 
trip. A covered passage, unwarmed, and open at 
both extremities, offered the only protection ft>r foot 
passengers. This was better, perhaps, than utter ex- 
posure to the blast that swept across the bay ; but 
Hannah did not think it any inducement, as she said, 
for *^ bundlin' out an' in agin;" so she and Angle kept 
their seats, and got chilled to the last degree short of 
freezing, while Yan Hausen walked up and down in a 
contracted space, and thrashed his arms acrooi hifl 
chest, by way of keeping up the circulation. 

Arrived at New York, Yan Hausen, without con- 
Bulting his companions, meyde at once for their devtina- 
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tioD, the jaiL Their course lay through the chief 
busiaess-thoroughfores of the city, which, though 
insignificant in comparison with its present size, was a 
busy, thriving metropolis, more great and imposing, no 
doubt, in the eyes of the rustic then than the New 
York of the present day is to the dweller in the most 
remote comer which New Jersey now affords. 

Angie shrank from the city crowd, that aggregate of 
humanity — ^the world. The neighbourhood of Stein's 
Plains constituted the immediate orbit of her life ; 
but there was an outside world beyond that ; a wider 
sphere, a vaster public, destined to ring with the 
history of a great crime come to light. And this was 
that world. These feces, upturned in curiosity as she 
passed, were already questioning the inmates of the 
blue pung as to their errand hither j these eager ears 
were awaiting the startling revelations of to-day ; 
these tongues seemed freshly sharpened for the uni- 
versal hiss j this sea of human faces was a sea just 
about to be lashed into fury by the tempest ; Angie 
felt herself launched upon it, and shuddered. 

Not so with Hannah. She was in sympathy with 
the coming storm. Law, justice, the people's voice — 
all were on her side ; she could ride on the crest of 
the billow ; she had nothing to fear. So she met the 
stare of the city throng (and they did stare perhaps, 
as city folks often do at a country equipage) with the 
confidence of an equal if not a master spirit. Destiny 
was befriending Hannah; so she and the world were 
on good terms. 

But though Hannah's spirit was equal to the present 
emergency, the flesh quivered under it. If Angie 
shook with dread, Hannah shook no less with the cold. 
Young blood can defy the weather, even when the 
heart is feint, but the current runs thin and slow in 
old veins, and courage cannot keep a chill out of aged 
bones. If Hannah sat upright now, it was partly 
because she was benumbed. T\\^ ex^T^vycL q'I V^^ 
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fkoe might well be rigid, for her features were stiffisoed, 
her lips compressed and blue ; her whole frame vibrated 
with aa unconscious shiver ; otherwise, she was almost 
])aral7sed. The noises of Uie street, too, reivched her 
half-deafened ears in an indistinct rattle, which so 
bewildered her brain that by the time th& travellurs 
reached the prison gates she had ceased to take notice 
of suiTounding objects, and her stare was th^t* of 
stupefaction. After all, Angie, trembling though she 
was, had to support the old woman as she tottered 
from the vehicle, and followed Van Hansen through 
the entrance gate and up the steps leading to an iron- 
barred door, at which he had already knocked loudly. 
The granite surface of the building, the grated window- 
frames from which icicles hung in pendapts; the 
hollow reverberation of Van Hansen's knock as it 
went echoing through the stone corridors, all the 
sights and sounds which serve to make up the grim 
uniformity of a prison, acted upon Angie's senses with 
scarcely less of chill and horror than if she were a 
criminal under sentence for life. This was the spot to 
which human society banished its lost and degraded 
members ; it was one of the instilments of its retalia- 
tion against crime; it was the giant coadjutor of 
Angle's companions in the business on which they had 
come. It almost annihilated poor Angle with its voice 
and frown. One of the jailer's assistants opened the 
door ; he was a stranger to Van Hansen, but the old 
carpenter, having bluntly announced the object of his 
visit, the party were conducted through a stone 
passage-way, and thence into a little ante-room, a sort 
of lounging-place for turnkeys and constables, as might 
be judged from the attitude of an individual of the latter 
class, who was leaning idly against the solitary window 
which overlorked the prison-yard. It was a plastered 
room, bare, unfurnished, and much defaced by tobacco 
juice and other defilements. There was no firepkoe, 
and the only seat which the room afforded was a 
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wood«n bench, on which Hannah suffered herself to be 
placed, Angle standing beside her, while Van Hansen 
unclasped the fastening of his cloak, raised his seal- 
skin cap from his forehead, set his whip up against the 
wall, and then looked about him. 

" That you, Mr. Van Hansen 1 Wal, how are you 
to-day, old feller V* said the constable, who had been 
stationed at the window, but who, now that Dick had 
divested himself of his wrappings, came forward and 
claimed acquaintance, offering his hand, too, in quite a 
[>atroni2Lng way. 

This roan was one of the city detectives employed 
G.ve years ago for the discovery of Baultie Ilawle's 
murderer, and as near an approach to a police officer 
as this or any other municipality could boast fifty 
years ago. Van Hansen recognised him, and shook 
hands cordially enough, but scarcely bestowing a look 
OD his old acquaintance. His eye was wandering round 
the room. 

" Pooty cold reception yer give folks here !" was the 
result of his survey. 

The constable laughed heartily at this good joke, as 
it seemed to him. 

"People mustn't calkerlate on getting any great 
comfort or happiness in these quarters,'* he answered 
jocosely. 

** Hain't yer got a fire anywhere about here 1" per- 
sisted Dick, gruffly, 

" I'm afraid we hain't We have to depend on our 
good spirits to keep us warm here. Wont you have a 
drop inside ? You must be een-a-most friz with your 
long ride." 

" My women folks is, I reckon," said Dick, looking 
anxiously in the direction of his fellow-passengers. 

** Cold momin', mum !" said the constable, address^ 
ing Hannah doubtless, but eyeing Angle. 

Hannah neither noticed nor heard. Angle answered 
for both— "Very cold, sir." 
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*^ Sorry we hain't got no fire in this place. HowBom- 
ever Tracy there's gone to speak to the boss. He's 
got a snug corner at t'other end o' the building. I 
guess we'll get you warmed up somehow 'for long. 
Ah, here's the boss himself!" he exclaimed, as steps 
were heard approaching. " Get on the right side o' 
him now, and you'll do. I'll speak a good word »for 
you, mum," and ^^ mum" this time meant Angle her- 
self. Her troubled face had conciliated this mau, 
perhaps, or her modest manner, or some remnant of 
her beauty not quite overcast by pain. At any rate 
he went to meet the chief jailer, and probably made a 
benevolent suggestion to him, for immediately after 
bidding Van Hansen, whose visit he had expected, a 
uiatter-of-course sort of good morning, the jailer, who 
seemed a well-disposed man, though not much accus- 
tomed to j)ractise courtesy, and so a little awkward 
lit it, bowed to Hannah with an " Obedient servant, 
ma'am ! Hope I see you well, ma'am ?" This saluta- 
tion eliciting no reply, except " The old 'ooman's deaf !" 
from Van Hansen, the jailer said, "Ah?" and theu, 
apparently relieved by the assurance, addressed him- 
self comfortably to Van Hansen. 

" You've had a long ride this morning, I hear, 
sir," he said. " It's a sharp morning. We ought to 
have a warmer place than this to receive visitors 
in at this time o' year, ladies especially ; but we 
haven't — that's a fact. Our inspectors don't seem to 
see the necessity of it. If I'd only known about the 
ladies now " 

" Wal," interrupted Dick, " she would come, so I 
fetched her. It's my sister, you see, the old 'ooman 
is — the widder — Rawle's widder." 

" O ! ah ! indeed !" ejaculated the jailer, turning 

short round and surveying Hannah with the interest 

and curiosity which this announcement excited. The 

constable took a similar survey, so did the assistant 

jailer, Tracy. From an obacvive old woman, Hannah 
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was suddenly elevated into a notoriety. Not only 
was she the widow of a man mysteriously murdered, 
she was a party concerned in . the detection of the 
crime. [She was one of themselves. So they in- 
stinctively took the measure of her calibre. 

<* She's naterally had her heart sot for years on 
yiftin' out this 'ere thing," continued Dick, by way of 
explaining Hannah's presence. *' She'd like to have a 
hand in 't, I s'pose. She's got a bit of evidence that 
she holds on to as she does to her life." 

" She has, has she ?" said the jailer. " Well, it may 
come in play. Anyhow, it's no harm for her to be ou 
the spot when we come to take the testimony. I don't 
know who's a better right. But we must get her 
thawed out first. Let me see 1 We've got a fire in 
the inspector's office, haven't we, Tracy ]" 

Tracy nodded in assent. 

" I'm expecting the district attorney and his clerk 
there presently on this very business. If your folks 
wouldn't mind, now," glancing doubtfully at the two 
women, — and here the jailer hesitated, held a moment's 
conference aside with Tracy, then added something in 
a low tone to Van Hansen. 

Apparently Van Hansen assured him that his com- 
panions wouldn't mind this something, whatever it 
might be, which the jailer hinted at, for he imme- 
diately replied, " This way, then I" and was stai'ting 
off, motioning the visitors to follow him. 

" Look here, mister ! I've got to go and see to my 
boss," said Van Hansen. " S'posin' I leave my folks 
with you a spell, an' jine 'em in half an hour or so 1 
The lawyers wont be here 'fore that time, will they ?' 

The jailer looked at his watch. *' Quarter past 
nine ! They wont be here till ten," he soliloquized. 
" No ; you've got time enough,'* he added, addressing 
Van Hansen. 

" Then I'll be ofi"," concluded Dick, taking up hia 
whip, and proceeding to redasp hia olosk. 
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" I'll do the best I can for you, ma'am, if you'll 
come with me,'' said the jailer, accosting Angie^ in 
default of hearing on Hannah's part, just as ihe con- 
stable had done. 

Angle signified to Hannah that they were to follow 
this individual. The old woman rose with effort, and 
moving as if on stilts, so numbed and stiffened «had 
her limbs become, tottered away, leaning heavily 
on Angle's shoulder. 

" You're all right now, miss," whispered the cou- 
stable, in his patronizing way, to Angle, as he was 
bowing them out of the room. Angle thanked him 
humbly for the assurance, adding that they should be 
very glad to go where there was a fire. " She's 
a spunky old woman," he found time to add, as they 
moved slowly through the door-way, while Van 
Hansen and the jailer exchanged a woi*d or two more 
in the passage outside. " Any relation o' yours V* 

Angle shuddered and shook her head. 

" A right spunky old woman. I've a great respect 
for her. She'll be quite relieved now in her mind, if 
it all conies out as we expect. Wont she V* 

" Perhaps she will," replied Angle, hesitatingly, and 
turning her face away so as to avoid as much as 
possible the keen eye of the detective. 

" Of course she will," responded the man confidently. 
" Anyhow she has my best wishes. Good moming, 
miss," and hurrying to overtake Van Hauseo, for 
whom Tracy was unbarring the front entrance, he 
accompanied him out of the building, while Hannah 
and Angle followed the lead of the jailer in the 
opposite direction. 

They proceeded through several narrow, dark corri- 
dors, with iron doors, like oven-doors let into the stone 
walls at regular intervals, went up one steep staircase 
and down another, and passed through an iron gate in 
one of the passage-ways, which the jailer unlocked for 
their admittance, and locked behind them. A heavy 
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door of oak, cross-barred with iron, led tliem at last 
into the inspector's office, which was their destination. 
This room was scarcely more habitable than that fronv 
which they had come, except for the presence of a 
clumsy pile of green wood in the fireplace which had 
been coaxed into a fitful blaze just in the centre, but was 
dripj^gits cold juices on to the hearth in either corner, 
and was altogether as little suggestive of cheerfulness or 
comfort as a fire could be. It had not long been kindled, 
and the air of the apartment was chilly. The windows, 
situated on that side of the prison which had been 
exposed to last night's storm, were obscured by the 
snow which had beaten against the panes and frozen 
there. No sun reached this side of the building in the 
short winter days, and the liioderate share of light which 
the windows usually afforded was now so far excluded 
by the coating of sleet, that but for the faint glow 
which the fire imparted^ the room would have been 
wrapped in a murky twilight. The walls were of 
rough plaster ; a plan of the prison was the only thing 
that relieved their bareness ; a plank-floor well sanded ; 
a high desk and three-legged stool; a shallow box, 
filled with ashes, beneath the desk, intended, and 
evidently much used, as a spittoon ; a few rush- 
bottomed chairs, painted red; and in the darkest 
corner a wide settle, on which an old rug, a horse- 
blanket, and gome articles of coarse clothing, including 
a greasy hat, seemed to be carelessly huddled together, 
— these things completed the picture of the room into 
which Hannah Eawle and Angie were ushered by 
special privilege and £eivour. 

But the fire was attraction enough for these trem- 
bling half-frozen women. The jailer pushed a chair 
in front of it for each of them ; and while they sat 
warming themselves, he turned his back and busied 
himself at the high desk, looking over a file of papers, 
selecting some foolscap, probably for the district attor- 
ney's U8«, and hunting up a few <\va|li-^TA/\x&iL^ %»xA 
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worn, which, after he had tested them hy a few n^id 
and satisfactory experiments, he stack upright in a raw 
turnip, that answered the douhle purpose of pen-wiper 
and pen-holder. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

A STRANGE COMPACT. 

Anoie was soon warm. The effect of the fire upon 
Hannah, however, seemed to be that of developing 
rather than allaying the chill with which her system 
was charged. The imperceptible shiver which ordi- 
narily attends long-continued exposure to cold beeame 
a tremor so violent and universal that her knees 
knocked together, her chair shook under her, and the 
tapping of her feet on the floor was distinctly audible. 
She manifested many of the symptoms, which, to the 
experienced observer, are prophetic of paralysis, or 
what the unsophisticated would express, in general 
terms, as an ''ill turn." She probably feared some 
such result herself, for her lips were agape with agita- 
tion, her breath came quick and shorty and her eyes 
was turned upon Angle with an expression of alarm. 
Angle started to her assistance. So did the jailer. 
The former loosened the strings of her silk bag — ^the 
indispensable of those days — and produced a yial oon^ 
taining spirits of camphor, which she uncorked and 
applied to Hannah's nostrils. The fumes seemed to 
act as a partial restorative, for the patient gasped and 
drew a deep breath. 

" If I only had some hot water to mix with ifc^I'd 
give her a little of this to drink," cried AtHgie. , 

" 1 rather think I can muster some," was the cordial 
response of the jailer, who had hitherto stood hjf^ 



A STRANGE COMPACT. 253 

anxious but inefficient. '^ I'll see," and he hastened 
from the room. 

It was a considerable distance to the prison kitchen, 
where the hot-water boilers were, and the jailer was 
gone some minutes. By the time he returned, bring- 
ing with him a porringer of hot water and a little tin 
mugj, Hannah had partially rallied. A dose of diluted 
spirits of camphor, which Angie then administered, 
proved so efficacious that the tremor soon began to 
siibside, the blue lips of the patient resumed their 
natural colour, she became composed and breathed easily. 

" That'll do — ^now, let me alone !" she said, impera- 
tively to Angie, as soon as she could recover her 
speech. " Fm well enough — go an- sit down, child T 
she added, with irritation, seeing that Angie, who had 
been supporting her head, still stood watching her 
progress towards recovery. " I hate to see folks 
make a fuss about nothing," muttered Hannah, 
speaking to herself, but as usual in an audible tone. 

Angie obeyed. The jailer, seeing the girl thus 
unceremoniously repulsed, and much diverted himself 
at the old woman's " grit," bit his lips to keep f^om 
laughing, and returned to his occupation at the desk. 
After a while he gathered up the papers he had been 
examining and went out, pausing at the door an 
instant to inspect the room with a jailer's eye, and 
see if all was right, especially the obscure corner 
where the settle was, which he peered into so scrutin- 
izingly before satisfying himself of the safety of every- 
thing, that the action attracted Angie's attention, and 
after he had gone her eyes unconsciously continued to 
rest upon the dark pile of rags and clothing which was 
heaped up 4)here. 

The jailer's step had hardly ceased to echo through 
the long stone corridors when Angie was startled by a 
low, moaning sound, a sort of suppressed groan pro- 
ceeding from the dim comer into which she was gazing. 
At the same moment there was a ^tQ^'^^iVtAi^ \&!c^N^^ 
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in the dark heap on the settle. Angie held her breath 
and listened ; her eyes were strain^ and intent upon 
the movement. It almost seemed to her that she 
musb be dreaming, and that the moan of pain and 
despair which she heard was an utterance wrung from 
her own aching heart. Any self-delusion on this subject, 
however, was but momentary, for almost before she 
could indulge in a conjecture concerning what had 
just met her eye and ear, a figure hitherto stretched 
out on the settle and asleep started into a sitting pos- 
ture, with such spasmodic velocity and force, that 
Angle, as if actuated by an electric shock, sprang to 
her feet at the same instant. 

" Who's that T cried a voice in what would have 
been a shriek, but that feebleness transformed it into 
a whisper. 

Angle, frightened no less by the ghostly voice than 
by the spectral object which she beheld opposite to her, 
Htood still and made no reply. 

" What do I smell 1 Give us some on't ; come 
here !" cried the sepulchral voice, and at the same time 
a great gaunt hand clutched eagerly at the air in the 
direction of Angie. The gesture was so threatening, 
the dread that this ghostly figure would rise and make 
a spring at her, so overmastered any lesser fear, that 
Angie crept a little nearer. At the same time she gave 
a timid glance at Hannah, who, deaf and drowsing (for 
the camphor was exercising a soothing influence upon 
her), saw and heard nothing. Even at this present 
crisis the fear of Hannah was instinctively uppermost 
with Angie. " Hush," she said, in a persuasive tone, 
as she approached the fresh object of dread so unex- 
pectedly revealed to her. " Hush ! lie still ! you'll dis- 
turb Aer," pointing towards Hannah. 

But the exhortation was needless. Before Angie, 
creeping cautiously forward, had reached the settle, 
the figure, exhausted and faint, had fallen back like a 
dead weight and lay mute s^iiid \\^<L 
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Angle, breathing more freely as the form before her 
thus became powerless for harm, stood and gazed upon 
it. It was a man, or rather the vestige of a man, a 
mere wreck. There is nothing on earth so ugly as 
sickness, except sin. The one ravages the body as the 
other the soul. Both had done their worst to waste 
and deform this man. The result was appalling. 
Add to this the unusual size of his frame, now a skele- 
ton, trying everywhere, as it seemed, to force itself 
through the skin, the coarse clothes that, too large for 
his wasted body, were carelessly put on and hung 
loosely about him, the i^hirt gaping wide, and in the ab- 
sence of every species of neckcloth, revealing a grisly 
throat and dhest with sharp protruding breast-bone, 
the hair and beard of a satyr, and behind them the face 
of a ghost, an eye so sunken and hollow as to be al- 
most lost, and yet burning with the fire of unquench- 
able violence and lust — and was it strange that Angle's 
first sensation, when she saw him fall back lifeless, was 
one of deliverance and relief? — that, unable to sum- 
mon help against this wretch's possible violence, she 
found her own Strength in his weakness 1 Inevitable 
as was this first feeling, co)npassion almost instantly suc- 
ceeded it. As he lay with his eyes closed, his con- 
sciousness gone, his form just now writhing with ex- 
citement and vehemence, reduced to more than infant 
feebleness, all the woman in Angle was stirred ; the 
wretch of the lost moment was the victim of this ; her 
terror was changed to pity ; he needed her ; not to help 
herself but him, was now her first impulse, and she ap- 
plied herself to the task, not without ati inward 
.shrinking, but with no leds teal than she had employed 
a few moments before for Hannah's restoration. But 
not with such immediate success. For some time her 
efforts were unavailing. She chafed his temples with 
the oampKoTftied spirit which he had smelt and craved, 
applied it t6 his nose and lips, fanned him with his h«.t»^ 
and exhaulited til her little Curative a1e\«>\>^V) ^.y^^^^ti^^ 
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to uo pui*pose. The swoon was utter and obstinate ; 
she could not even perceive that he breathed; and 
at last she found all her self-command forsaking 
her in the belief that the blow which had thus felled 
him in her very sight was nothing less than a death- 
blow. She had just reached such a stage of alarm 
that to rouse Hannah, run into the passage way, and 
clamour for aid from some quarter, would have become 
instinctive and inevitable, when the object of her cares 
gave a slight gasp, then a feeble breath dilated his 
nostrils. 

^^ He's coming to !" murmured Angie, with thank- 
fulness. *' Poor soul r she added pitifully, patting ODe 
hand beneath his head and raising him a little, while 
with the other she diligently bathed his forehead witli 
camphor. She was thus occupied, thus murmuring, 
when he opened his eyes and looked at her. 

Now this man was no novice. He had tasted life at 
many springs, exhausted many. He had worn ontthe 
world and himself ; he had known far too much. Bat 
there was one thing he had never known — ^the touch 
of a virtuous woman's hand ; the sound of her voioe in 
pity. Had he wakened out of his swoon to hear some 
angel voice welcoming him to the abodes of the blest, 
to feel some angel hand washing away his sins, heoonld 
not have been more astonished, more awed. That 
little remnant of virtue which lus soul retained, — 

" for neither do the spirits danui'd 

Lose all their virtue " 

shone through the mass of corruption which he had 
otherwise become — and for the first time, thronghoat a 
long career of guilt, the expression of this man's eye 
had in it nothing terrible. 

So Angie kept on with her task, undismayed by the 
eye fastened fvill upon her ; she even smiled upon her 
patient with a gentle smile of congratulation and en- 
ooonigement, at which he only wondered the more. 
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" Wouldn't you like a little to drink V* she "pre- 
sently aaked, seeing how eagerly he began to sniff the 
medicated spirits, and remembering that this was what 
he had smelt and been seized with a longing for on 
first awaking. 

He responded by a sort of grunt, expressive of satis- 
faction at the proposal. 

The porringer of hot water was still steaming on the 
hearth. Angle once more poured from her vial into 
the tin mag, and dilated the spirits from the porringer 
— very weak she made the dose this time. She stepped 
stealthily to the fireplace and back again so as not to 
disturb Hannah, who was by this time deep in her nap, 
sitting bolt upright, as was her practice, we know, at 
homa 

" You feel better now, don't you 1" was Angie's next 
kind inquiry, as the sick man, after drinking glut- 
tonously, handed back the mug to her, at the same time 
smacking his lips and licking up the drops that clung 
to his beard. 

He answered only by stretching out his liand and 
feeling of hers, reverently, as if to test whether her 
touch was I'eally anything human. 

" Poor hand ! how thin it is T said Angle, trying 
not to shrink from the bony fingers with their great 
out-grown joints. " Let me bathe it/' she added, partly 
out of compassion, still more, perhaps, as a ruse to 
escape the repulsive ordeal of his touch ; and stretch- 
ing the hand on the rug which served for a coverlet, 
she moistened a handkerchief already devoted to the 
cause, and bathed the dry skeleton thing sedulously for 
a moment or two. 

It pleased and no doubt refreshed him. Childlike 
(for he had been a child once, and childhood came back 
to him strangely at this moment), he soon stretched 
out the other himd in a pleading &shion. 

Angle understood ; said, '^ Yes, indeed T and cheer- 
fully accepted this new claimant for at^uXlv^ii. ^^^ 
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had scarcely niade a pass aotoM it iHiih ihe iiaiidker- 
obief, howeyer, when she vtoppibd fihorfH-soitiethixig hul 
happened to her — she ootid n(^ phxMd. It was not 
that this man had somethne met iHth ati injury ; that 
one of his joints was bent so as to be at right angles 
with the rest of the finger, and that the nail wajs shape- 
less — it was not even that it was the right haiid, and 
the third finger, that had snffered thns — ^this sdrt of 
accident might have occurred to anybddy. No, it was 
not that (done; but, as the finding of the first link in 
a lost chain is the finding of idl the rest, so Angie, see- 
ing this, saw niore. Let one whom we havid not bdield 
for many years, and whom time and many clmngea have 
transformed, come upon ns suddenly, and he is a 
stranger ; let him show us one familiar look, recall one 
association connected with him in the past, and the le- 
cognition is instant and complete. A mbinisnt more 
and we wonder wo ever could nave mistaketi \&A iden- 
tity. So with Angie ; to recognise this token was to 
pause, to question herself, to be convinced, and all in 
one second of time. Almost before she could drb^i her 
hand and scan the face, she knew what misery, disease, 
and decay had only veiled. Light now had obine in 
like a flash and revealed to her Nicholas Bly. 

She had half expected to see this very tQiul before 
the day was over. She had looked to find hiiii in the 
criminal prepared to testify. She had imagined how, 
when the lawyera came, this well-remembensd villian 
would come too— a great, bloated, swaggering, swear- 
ing villain ; but to find him thus was a disoOTiBrr as 
startling as if she had encountered what he indeed 
looked to be — ^his own ghost ; and more to be dreaded, 
for t^al ghosts are phantoms, this seeming ghost Inu 
reaL 

And what a task wbs that which she had si^ hMdf ! 
no mortal task— the washii^ of those battdi 1 Oo«dd 
sbe continue it t At first her whbfe wsA re^l^ at 
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that she hfid clasped in lovo, that het secret heart 
clasped still, as blood-stained in their grave, perhaps ? 
What right had she to shun a murderer's hands ? And, 
the struggle past, she bathed on more assiduously than 
before, not without wondering, with a cold shudder, as 
she strove to cleanse those accursed hands, if it was 
blood that had shrunk and withered them so. 

The shock had been so momentary, the hesitation 
whether to resUtne her task or retreat dismayed had 
been so well mastered, that it did not occur to her that 
she had done anything to attract attention or excite 
alarm. But thete mtist have been something on her 
part, eithler in action or look, that Was abrupt and 
significant The magnetism with which she had 
hitherto charmed her patient into repose was broken ; 
the acute sensibilities of disease were irritated. With- 
out giving her a chance to regain the monotonous 
motion which had proved so soothing, this fevered man 
(no longer a trusting child — ^she had startled and 
banished the child) snatched his hands from her, raised 
himself on his couch in the same vehement manner as 
on his first awakening, and cried out in that husky 
whisper which gave a mysterious hortor to his slightest 
word, " Who are yer 1 I say, what are yer here furl" 

Involuntarily Angle retreated a step, upon which the 
man, naturally brutal, and seeing her courage yield, 
tried to grasp her arm, and would have becobae fierce 
and clatnorous in his speech, but there was no tenacity 
in his liHip muscles, and his words resolved themselves 
into a gurgle. His hand fell as if paralysed^ and he 
coidd only question her with his eyes. 

Seeing this, Angle resumed her sway. " Be quiet,*' 
she said in a tone none the less coinmanding that it 
was very low ; " I will tell you nothing until you lie 
down and are quiet. There !" as he fell back, exhausted 
and obedient, '' that is right ; now think a moment, 
arid jrou will kno^ whb I stiri. Tou hate seen 4ne be- 
fore." 

s2 
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A wild, inoredalous stare now listened itself upon 
her. Though inwardly trembling under his gaze, she 
suffered it awhile ; then, having assored herse&that he 
was completely subdued, and peroeiving that the rack- 
ing of his memory was costing him fruitless efforts, she 
said, in the low, firm tone which evidently impressed 
him powerfully, " I know you, Nicholas Bly, and 
you will know me when I tell you who I am, and 
how I came here. Have you forgotten Angie CousId, 
(laughter of the old Frenchman at Stein's Plains Y* 

He would have started up in surprise at this, but she 
held him down ; it did not require much strength. 

^' I know I am changed," said she ; " misery changes 
ns all ; but you saw me the night of the Christmas ball. 
You must have seen me before, I think, for your fiice 
was familiar to me then, though I did not know your 
name until afterwards.'' 

While she spoke, he was scanning her features—a 
process which, beginning in doubt^ ended in conviction, 
the later asserting itself, the moment she paused, in 
the words, whispered hoarsely as if to himself, " It's 
the very gal !" and confirmed by an oath which would 
have been horrible in the mouth of a man of full 
strength, and which seemed as if it must blast the 
feeble lips that gave it utterance. 

" Don't swear," cried Augie, imploringly ; " don't 
speak such a word as that again." 

He grinned in a ghastly fasliion, but was awed, 
nevertheless, by a request so strange, and — what would 
have seemed miraculous to any old comrade of his — he 
gave vent to his blasphemy but once again during his 
farther dialogue with her. 

" What do you know about me 1" he asked, abruptly, 
after a moment, and looked anxiously at her, awaiting 
her answer. 

"All." 

" All !" he exclaimed, in a suppressed howl. ** What, 
not about — — ?" and he stopped short. 
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" About old Baultie Rawle 1 Yes ; you can hardly 
tell me anythiDg about that which I do not know 
already." 

" Who else knows 1^' he gasped forth, his eyes rolling 
wildly. 

"Nobody." 

'* Nobody else r 

" Not another soul." 

" You never told 1" 

" Never." 

*• You're a " he was about to preface his noun of 

compliment by a string of most profane adjectives, but 
her look checked him at the first syllable — •* You're a — 
a — angel 1" he brought out with difficulty, and an 
apparent consciousness that the word was a tame one 
to express his appreciation of her. 

" How could I tell and betray you both V* was her 
impulsive ejaculation. 

" 'Twas the young man you was partial to then, 
not Nick Bly ? Oh, I see ! I understand I" Nick spoke 
with more distinctness now. Excitement had par- 
tially restored his voice. 

" I loved him," said Angle. " I — l—pity you ; but 
you were a stranger, and I loved him dearly." 

" Loved him right straight through 1" 

« Yes." 

" Love him now, by !" He barely restrained 

himself this time from an oath in confirmation of the 
truth which her heaving breast and trembling lips 
revealed. 

»ado." 

" Wal," again with difficulty suppressing a blas- 
phemy, " ain't you a buster for lovin' ]" 

Angle was silent ; this was a question that required 
no other answer than her sobs. , 

" He wan't wuth it," soliloquized Nick, looking at 
her with mingled admiration and pity, both ennobling 
sentiments, almost unknown before in this bad man's 
breast. 
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Angle made haste to control herself. Pride came 
to her aid. She must not lose her self-oontrol in sacfa 
a presence. It would be too degrading. 

"Anyhow,** continued Nick, who had spent the 
time she occupied in rallying in mental calculation, 
and who addressed her the moment she looked up, 
"you saved my neck from swingin' for nigh on ter 
half a dozen year; I thank yer fur that; it don't 
matter to me how it came about, so*s I was the gainer. 
You may blow now fur's I care. It's all one to me. 
Vm bound to blow myself, whether or no, an' give 
the devil his due. He's got his grip on me already. 
I'd like to tickle him with some other game ;" and 
Kick's words ended in a smothered roar — one of those 
yells of bodily anguish which tell of giant strength 
transformed to giant pain. 

Angie waited until the groan was past, and until 
he had ceased to writhe under the paroxysm. 

"/ give that young man's name up to iu&my, 
Nicholas Bly !" she then vehemently exclaimed, — 
"no, never, nor you either; — whatever else you 
toll, you must not, you sJicUl not, betray him /" 

" Why not ?" was the defiant retort, spirted at her 
from between teeth clinched with agony. 

She took advantage of the acknowledgment he had 
just made. She had no real claim on that score, but 
she was desperate. " I have kept your secret all these 
years/' she said, in a tone of appeal ; " now you must 
keep mine P' 

He parted his teeth only to grin scornfully at her. 
" 'Twas yourn all along,** was his keen answer, when, 
at length, he spoke. 

" I know it j I know it," she replied, as vehement in 
her candour as in her expostulation. '' It was for his 
sake j I own that, — but I spared you as well. Oh, keep 
it now, for mercy's sake, and siiare me F 

" What would / get by keeping dark, T'd like to 
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know V* was the r^yoinder of oue in whom a brutish 
greed was j^stinctiyely uppermost 

'^ You wUl get uQthiug by batn^ying him/' responded 
Angle, confidently. 

"Shan't ir he exclaimed. "You needn't tell me 
that ! You thin^, J s'ppse> that nothin' in this world 
can do any good to a poor rascal t^Jiat's got the death- 
grip on biin, and is bpund to kick the bucket 'fore 
many days. But if I had only one breath left, gal, 
I'd give it to ^e him with a rdpe round his nebf, I 
would.'' 

" Oh, how can you be so cruel V* she cried, raising 
both hands before )ier &ce to shut out the malignant 
expression which frowned on her like a gathering 
tempest 

*^ Cruel 1" he vociferated, in husky tones, the gnash- 
ing of his wolfish teeth making up in fierceness what 
his voice ]ack^ in strength. " Look here !" and he 
snatched her hands before she could repel him, and 
with a force for which she was unprepared, and holding 
them a moment, compelled her to feice the torrent of 
rage which her words had elicited. " Gruel, you call 
it, do yer ? you fool 1 What do you know 'bout 
cruelty? JIJ tell yer what's cruel, I will. It's for 
me to do thp dirty work an' starve, an' for him to live 
idle an' lick up the cream. It's fur me to skulk about 
in rags an' b^ve the dogs o' the law at my 
heels, an' fur him to wear fine clothes an- play 
the gentleman i It's for him to be strong, an* 
rich, an' free, and fur me to rot in a jail ! An* 
which on ps i4 the wust? Ha had eddication, an' 
Mends, an' chances in life, an' I, I was a poor toad, 
that was born an' brought up in the mud. I was bad 
enough 'fore he crossed my path, but since then I've 
been the devil's own cub. His tima-s come though at 
last ! Blow on him, gal ? yes, I will, and blast him ! 
He carries matters with a higl^ hand now, I warrant ; 
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but I'll soon Bee jer laid low as I am, yer " and 

giving license now to his blasphemouB tongnei be 
apostrophized his former aooomplice ia a toU^ of 
epithets so imprecatory, that the walla of the room 
seemed to shudder, and Hannah partially a,w6kid, and 
muttered like one disturbed by uneasy dreams. At 
the same time Angle released herself by a sudden 
effort-, from a grasp which she felt to be more than 
ever contagious of eviL 

*' What yer 'fraid of 1 I wont hurt you r expostu- 
lated Nick. 

'< You have hurt me ! You mecm to hurt me !" she 
cried, in the tone of one suffering torture already. 
*' Yes, me and his old mother, nobody else — ^you cannot 
hurt the poor fellow you have cursed." 

*' What do yer mean by that T he retorted, at once 
incredulous and alarmed. 

"He*s laid low already; as low as you oould 
wish." 

"Howl Where f 

" He is dead." 

<' Dead I" echoed Nick, with a smothered roar, like 
that of a wild beast disappointed of its prey. 

The unearthly sound completed the awakening of 
Hannah, whose short, final snore gave indication of an 
abrupt restoration to consciousness. 

" Are you sure 1" questioned Nick, the eagerness of 
his doubt relieving, for a moment, the blank exjnres- 
uion of defeat and chagrin which had overspread bis 
iace. 

"Angie, where are you — ^who's thatT queried 
Hannah at the same instant, edging round in her chair 
as she spoke, and gazing into the dark comer, darker 
than ever now, for the firo had ceased blazing altogether, 
and the smoking embers occasionally sent a whiff into 
the room and thickened the atmosphere. 

*' Sure as I am of my own life," was Angle's low, 
solemn answer to the first question. ** I'm here, ma'am ! 
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It's only a sick man/' was her response to Hannah, 
uttered in a louder key. 

" Who are you speaking to 1 who's settin' there 1" 
demanded Bly, looking round with agitation; for he 
now realized for the first time that a third party was 
present in the roonu 

''The old woman I came with/ said Angie, in a 
soothing tone; "only the old woman." 

" A what, did you say 1 Come close, I can't hear !" 
burst petulantly from Hannah meanwhile. " Wait — 
tell me one thing fust 1 Was it suicide 'i" gasped Bly, 
in a whisper ; and catching Angle by the shoulder, he 
forcibly detained her. 

" One of the prisoners ! he's sick !'* she shouted, by 
way of appeasing Hannah — at the same time that she 
answered Bly by an affirmative gesture. 

'< I thought so ! Jest like him 1 The mean dog ! 
he's even cheated the gaUers f soliloquized Bly, still 
holding Angie fast, as if she were a hostage. " A sick 
prisoner ! Patience alive, what business has he . 
here ? Let him alone, don't you hear me ? It may be 
ketchin' 1" cried Hannah, imperatively. 

" There, let me go ! Mrs. Kawle is calling me ; she 
will be angry," pleaded Angie, stiniggling to release 
herself 

Mrs. Rawle teas angry. She was already starting 
up out of her chair. 

" Rawle r echoed Nick, in sudden alarm. " Not" — 
and his voice trembled and sank to the feeblest whisper 
— " not — his old ooman — the widder V* 

She was approaching at a sort of spring-halt. Angie, 
standing just between her and the bedside, again nodded 
in the affirmative. 

** Keep her off ! keep her off T* shrieked Nick, in the 
tone and accent of one frenzied with fear. *' I know 
her. She's a tiger ! — a wild-cat 1 She'll tear my eyes 
out !" and drawing up his knees, by way of a barricade 
for the rest of his pei*son, he shrank \mk and crouched 
in the furthest comer of the settle. 
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'^ She shan't hurt you T' was Angie's prompt nuui^- 
ance to 61y ; at the same time interposing betw^n him 
and Hannah, she thrust her back, with the words, 
*' Don't come too near ; he's afraid of you T 

'' Wliat's he'fraid on ?" cripd Hannah, sharply; then 
bestowing a keen look on him — " why, he's mad T He 
looked the maniac, certainly, as, drawn up into a heap, 
he glared at her, and with hands outspread like qlaws, 
at once anticipated and shrank from a conflict. 

^* He's feverish and excited T cried Angie, putting 
her mouth to Hannah's ear ; ^' you startled him. He 
didn't know you were here. If you'll go back and sit 
down I can quiet him." 

But Hannah, always courageous, and stimulated now 
by curiosity, only answered with ''Bosh, child 1" uid 
she made a movement to push past Angie, and obtain 
a nearer survey of the strange object curled up in the 
comer. 

" Keep her off I keep her off !" reiterated Bly, with 
frantic gestures; for her resistance to Angie confirmed 
him in the notion that she was approaching with 
threatening intent 

Again Angie assured him of his safety, but the poor 
wretch, helpless and conscience-stricken, was palpitating 
iu every limb, so terrible was his dread of HannahV 
vengeance. He seemed to have an intuitive conceptioi 
of her character. " She knows me," he gurgled out, a 
if he read his death- waiTant in the old woman's eye 
*' She's heard what we've said ; you've betrayed me i 
her !'' and he shook his fist furioiisly at Angie, who hs 
as he believed, suffered Hannah to remain in ambm 
and so to master his secret. " She's a tiger i Sh' 
suck my blood !" he gasped, and tried to give uttera 
to one last shriek of despair, but it died into silei 
his arms dropped, his head sank with a jerk upon 
breast, and his whole form collapsed. Fear had sti 
to the very seat of life, and once more he bad £ 
into a swoon. 
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" Therp l" cried Augie, in that tone which is a plain 
rebuke. 

Hannah heard and understood it. She involuntarily 
retreated a little. Augie supplanted her at the head 
of the couch, and had recourse to the camphor bottle. 

" WJiat's the matter on him 1 is he dead 1 or is it 
only a trick V asked Hannah, a little anxiously. 

"He's been just so once before," replied Angie, 
speaking loudly. " I can bring him to, if you'll only 
go and sit down." 

Hannah, conscious that her presence was injurious, 
and might be fatal to the man, who was evidently in a 
most feeble condition, hobbleii back to her chair, mut- 
tering, " I'll ventur to say it's only a trick; he's as 
mad as a March hare. You may have him to yourself, 
an' welcome !" Her ears liad not caught the burden 
of his expressions of alarm. His husky language was 
unintelligible to her, else her suspicions would have 
been aroused concerning him. As it was, she only 
realized that she was somehow repulsive to the man, 
and she felt that sort of ill-humour against him which 
invalids and children naturally excite when they mani- 
fest arbitrary dislikes. 

So she sat down with her back obstinately turned 
on the offenders (she felt proportionately provoked 
with Angie, of course). This was well; Angie im- 
proved her opportunity, and soon, succeeded in first 
restoring, then calming^' her patient. He looked 
around wildly, when he first opened his eyes, as one 
does on awaking from a horrible dream. She made 
haste to soothe him with the words, " She's gone — gone 
back to her chair by the fire." He looked over his 
shoulder timorously. Angie continued, in a soft, 
comforting tone, "She's deaf, she has not heard a 
word; she does not suspect who you are. You are 
safe with me; I wont tell her." 

Each of these little phrases was a drop of balm to 
the irritated nervous system ready to quake at every 
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fi-esh fear. Bly looked up at her gratefully, con- 
fidingly. As she finished speaking he sought her hand, 
as children seek a hand when their feet totter in some 
perilous place. She granted him this pledge of protec- 
tion, and knew, as she did so, that her power OTer 
him — virtue's power over vice — ^was culminating. 

** She came from Stein's Plains to-daj,'* said Angie, 
pointing towards Hannah, "to hear your oonfeesioD. 

She was in hopes to learn who was gnilty of "* 

Here Angie faltered. "The murder?" oontinned 
Nick. He did not shrink from the word as much as 
she did. " Yes, — but you will not tell now" con- 
tinued Angie, with energy. " At least, you will not 
betray 7ww. Confess to Grod and to man what you 
have done yourself — that is right. But^ oh, do not 
diiig his name before everybody; do not have him 
hooted at in his grave, poor fellow ! There can be no 
need of that." 

He was studying her face with a strange^ searching 
look. He had withdrawn his hand the moment she 
began thus to plead. The subject estranged him from 
her, but his features did not now wear a vindictive 
expression. He was attentive to her words, and she 
went on. 

*^ If he were alive, and rich, and respected^ as yon 
were thinking, then it would be different," she aigued. 
'^Then you might compare your lot with his, and 
think yours crueller and harder. But to betray his 
share in the crime would do no harm to him now, for 
he is dead ; it would do yon no good, for*'— she oonld 
not add — " for you are dying," though that was her 
thought. 

Perhaps he read her thought ; perhaps he only ex- 
pressed his own ; at any rate, he rounded the assertion 
for her with a groan, and the words, " There ain't 
enough o' me left to ballast a rope's end — ^that's a fiust" 

" I can tell you what will do you good !" she ex- 
claimed. 
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" What ?" asked the now humbled and submissive 
man, speaking in the plaintive accents of a sick 
child. 

" Pity, forgiveness, mercy !" she continued, in an 
outburst of hope and fervour, for she saw how she had 
subdued him once more to almost infantile docility, 
and she caught at the chance thus afforded her. " I 
can't measure your sin or his, or how hr each dragged 
the other down. God knows ! But whatever you 
have against him, it will ease your soul to forget it 
now, and let his memory rest in peace. Oh, think how 
soon you may come yourself to judgment ; think how 
many sins you have got to answer for there ! They 
will not seem so black, I know they will not, if you 
can say, ' I spared a man that was dead, and pitied an 
old woman who had not long to live, and heard the 
prayer of a girl whose heart was broken.' " 

The sound of a footstep just at the threshold of the 
door startled her in the midst of her supplication. 
Instinctively, like one tampering with crime, and 
fearing to be caught in the act, she darted away from 
the vicinity of Bly, and with her face to the opposite 
wall, fixed her eyes vacantly on the plan of the prison 
which hung there. Bly, too old a counterfeiter to 
need any further hint, drew up the rug, which served 
him for a coverlet, and pretended to be asleep. The 
next instant Tracy, the assistant jailer, opened the 
door and looked in. He cast his eye all round the 
room ; Hannah sat staring straight into the fire ; 
Angle was studying prison architecture ; Bly still lay 
a motionless heap upon the settle. Tracy was satis- 
fied with his inspection. It was all right ; and he 
went out to receive and usher in other guests perhaps 
— ^most likely the lawyer and his clerk — ^for footsteps 
and voices could be heard at some distance down a 
long corridor^ and one of the city clocks had just 
struck ten. 

** Hark ! they are coming," cried Angie^ as the door 
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closed upon Tracj ; and taming, slie sprang again to 
the sick man's side. 

« Who ] What r he timidly whispered, lifting his 
head, staling wildly around, and stnying onco more, 
in a childish fashion, to link his hand to hers for 
protection. 

" The people — the lawyers — ^the jailer ! They are 
coming to hear what yon have to tell ! Oh, don't tell 
about him — don't !" — ^and flinging herself on her 
knees and wringing her hands conrulsiyely, she would 
have poured forth fiirther entreaties, but her roice 
failed her, and they were all merged in one explosire 
sob, in which the pent-up agony of years seemed to 
vent itself 

The soul of Nicholas Bly had long been steeped in 
sin and buried beneath a heap of cormptions. Bat 
suuk and imbruted as it was, there was one povo* 
never before tried upon it — the power of a holy love ; 
and that sob of Angle's reached it, even in its grave. 
The spark thus kindled revealed itself in a softer light 
which gleamed from his eye, and rested on her with 
something like compassion. 

Startled by the sound of that involuntary sob of 
hers, Angle had turned her ear with a spasmodic start, 
in the direction of the approaching footsteps^ one eye 
meanwhile scanning the figure of Hannah, who for- 
tunately continued obstinately unobservant. As her 
glance returned once more to the object of her suppli- 
cations, she read her advantage in his pitying look; 
and forgetting everything now but the chance of 
effecting her purpose, and binding him to secrecy, she 
snatched both his rough hands in hers, and pressed 
them fervently, then laying one of her own little palms 
on his clammy forehead, she exclaimed in an ecstasy 
of gratitude, " God bless you ! God bless you !" 

The action was premature, perhaps, but it sealed 
her victory. 

This man knew nothing of God, had no fiuth in 
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Heaven, no hope of the divine blessing; but this 
woman's look, her touch, her benediction had fallen 
on him like refreshing dew, and given him a strange 
sense of reverence, trust, and joy. For the first time 
in his life this abjJBct man looked up, this doubting 
man believed, this blasphemous man was blessed. 
Promises, warnings, threats, would but have hardened 
him the more. In the overflowing of a grateful heart 
the tide of human love had welled up and reached 
hiA parchied sotd; ike bledsirig was his already; he 
could afford to pay the pticie. 

So, without a word being spoken to that effect, a 
contract was sealed between them. Thete was no 
time, indee(), for words ; a hand was already on the 
door-lock ; Angle had brrely an opportunity to glide 
into her chair opposite Hannah, Bly to resume his 
sleeping attitude ; but as she retreated, with her finger 
on her lip, there was a solemn query in her gesture 
which was responded to by an emphatic dropping of 
the eyelids on the part of !&ly that seemed to promise 
a isecrecy as etem^ as tii^ night. 

Then ensued a change of scene, [the jailer came 
bustling in, accompanied by a lawyer and his clerk; 
Tracy and Van Hansen followed, the latter giving 
emphasis to his entrance by striking the floor with 
his wooden whip-handle at every step, and the con- 
stable, previously referred to, brotight up the rear, 
dangling a pair of iron handcufls, and displaying a 
professional indifference to their use by an attempt to 
wring music from their metal. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 



OYKRWHELHED WITH BUOOESS. 

PfiOBABLT the jailer had mentioned already to the 
attorney that beside Van Hansen there were a couple of 
women interested in the prisoner's confession, and anxi- 
ous to be present at the examination, for he did not 
seem to be in the least surprised or disturbed at their 
presence, but proceeded at once to business. 

" Well, jailer,*' said he, — ^his keen eye, which had 
shot rapidly round the room, fixed professionally on 
Bly, who was its sole object and mark — " how's my 
man this morning ? Heady and hearty I hope, for we're 
no time to lose now, you know." 

Neither the look nor the question, though both were 
sharp, and equally aimed at Bly, served to rouse him in 
the least. The jailer stepped forward, as he said, *'to 
stir him up a little." The lawyer dragged a chair near 
to the settle, sat down, took his green bag from the 
clerk's hand, and depositing it between his feet, searched 
among his red-taped documents for the necessary 
memoranda. 

"What d'yer want? Let me 'lone!" was Ely's 
gruff though feeble remonstrance to the jailer's per- 
emptory shake of his shoulder. 

" Come, sit up, man ! you're able ! Here's his honour 
the attorney waiting to hear what you've got to say. 
So be spry, now." 

A sluggish jerk and a partial unclosing of the eyes 
were all the reply elicited by this second effort. 

The jailer growled, muttered an oath, and tried force, 
but obstinacy made Nick a dead weight. 
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Here the lawyer, who, having found his papers in the 
case of Government v. Bullet and others, was ready to 
proceed to action, interfered with, " Stand back, jailer ! 
let him alone, as he says. Bly and I understand each 
other," — and on the strength of this mutual under- 
standing, the man of law, who prided himself on 
knowing how to manage a witness, drew his chair up 
to the settle as confidently as a family physician 
approaches his patient. 

** It rests on you and me pretty much to get these 
rascals hung, Bly. You're ready to do your part — I 
see that in your eye." 

If ever there was an eye that was a hopeless nega- 
tion to the lawyer's assertion it was Bly's at that 
minute. It looked nothing but dogged indifference 
and scorn. 

" I mean to do my best," continued the wily lawyer, 
" but after all, you'll be the great man of the day, Bly ; 
and a great day it will be If it sees those sea-sharks 
convicted. Now, Bly, let me know exactly what I 
may expect from you ?" 

" Expect from me !" cried the prisoner, raising him- 
self on his elbow with the same suddenness and velocity 
which had startled Angle, and which, together with the 
roar of his sepulchral voice, caused the lawyer to reel 
back ill his chair. " Nothing, not a d— -d word. I've 
made up my mind not to blab," — and with a terrible 
oath he shook his skeleton fist in the face of his inter- 
rogator, consigned himself to everlasting perdition if 
he broke one iota of this his final vow, and then, 
suffering his form to collapse, fell back into the same 
rigid posture which he had previously maintained. 

The attorney, dismayed and chagrined at this unex- 
pected action on the part of one of his most important 
witnesses, tried to turn it off as a jest. " Pho ! pho ! 
nonsense, man!" he exclaimed, feigning an assurance 
which he was far from believing. " You wont desert 
us so at the last minute, I know. Why, I'm depending 
X 



274 HAUNTl£D HEARTS. 

oil .Villi to idcuiiiy thoso rascals, describe their TC^sel, 
and tcsliiy to the hlaek work that proved what coloured 
Hug she sailed under. That story of the Salem brig 
will Lo our great card iu this part of the evidence. 
That'll tell immensely with the crowd and the juiy. 
Give me a little idea now of what I may depend on 
you to testify" — and he glanced at his memoranda 
— " eh ? come ! " encouragingly ; then, in a tone of 
irritation, " Speak, man ! What's the matter ? Don*t 
you hear me ?" 

The lawyer, a keen observer and physiognomist, was 
beginning to realize the futility of his words. Bly 
evidently turned a deaf ear to his question. It was 
doubtful if ho had listened to a syllable of this latter 
exhortation. His bleai*cd and glazed e^'cs were fast- 
ened obstinately on the plastered wall opix)sitc; bis 
thin lips were strained together; his lists clenched, 
not in passion — every trace of that had vanished, 
giving place to a rigidity of muscle, nerve, and will; 
a species of moral as well as physical catalepsy, against 
which there was no appeal. 

The lawyer was in a quandary. " Look here, my 
friend" — with a sarcastic emphasis on the word friend 
— " what does this mean ?" was the threatening in- 
quiry with which he turned upon the jailer. "The 
case for the government is quashed for aught I know, 
if this man can't be persuaded to testify. He was 
ready enough with his evidence a week ago. l*vc 
put olf preparing him to appear in court until the 
last minute, by your advice, and now — well, if he 
can't be made to speak, those rascals may get clear 

The jailer, himself, greatly disconcerted, now stepped 
forward to the lawyer's assistance (for ho had wiUi- 
drawn, as became him, in favour of the learned counsel, 
and had stood leaning against the high desk). The 
two held a conference, sotto voce, the only distinguish- 
able phrases of which were, " Too far gone ? ~ 
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SO before ? What do you make of it P" — and the 
replies, " Can't say, sir ; don't think so ; " and, in a 
more emphatic tone, " obstinacy, sir ; obstinacy. I'll 
stake my life on't ; just like the rogue." 

Doubtless the attorney adopted the jailer's version 
of the case, for he returned to the charge with fresh 
energy. The jailer stood by, and now and then 
added to the persuasive efforts of his superior, re- 
monstrances more in his own line. But arguments, 
promises, and threats, on the one part, pushes, nudges, 
and shoves on the other, effected nothing, absolutely 
nothing. The subject of them was fixed as a corpse ; 
for any hope of their moving him, body or soul, from 
his resolution, he might as well have been dead. At 
last, they turned from him in despair and disgust, as 
they would have turned from carnon. 

Then the lawyer was angry. He jerked back his 
chair, scraping it hard across the sanded floor, and 
knitting his brows, muttered something about treachery 
and a suspicion that his witness had been tampered 
with. 

But he did not suspect anybody there present. No, 
indeed ; why should be ? Were they not all either 
servants of the law, or parties eagerly interested in 
this man's confession ! As he looked at his watch to 
count bis wasted time, and folded up the memoranda 
of important items suddenly struck from his mass of 
evidence, be set his teeth and shook his head at 
some imaginary individual — ^the opposite counsel per- 
haps — and seemed to hint that at his earliest leisure 
this matter should be sifbed and the treason brought 
to light. 

Meanwhile she, the guilty one, the pale-faced thing, 
a mere speaking-trumpet to the old woman, a creature 
above suspicion, or beneath it rather, what of her ? 
Leagued as she was with treachery, darkness, and 
guilt, why did not the very prison walls fall u.^\^ 
and crush hert &he, herself, wondet^ ^V^« »^^ 
t2 



270 HAUNTED HEARTS. 

own Buccess overawed and terrified her. So Bfamen- 
dous was it as to partake of the nature of a failare. 
Evidently this poor wreck of humanity, with whom 
she liad Iwen tampering, had loj*t his power to du- 
criminate. Despair and ignorance rush into extremes. 
For him it must be either the smilight of a dean 
breast or utter darkness and oblivion of the past, 
und unconsciously she had pledged him to the latter 
alternative. 

SShe had striven merely to save a dead man's reputa- 
tion, and had thereby defeated the ends of ju8tice,.set 
lierself in opposition to goveinment and the law, pro- 
tected a nest of villains, allied herself to robbery, 
piracy, and cvcrj' Ibrm of vice. Was it her wicked- 
ness or her fate that for ever condemned her to be 
thus allied ? Both she believed, and believing, shud- 
dered. 

Benumbed and bewildered by what she had done, 
})ctrified like one in a nightmare of dread, she could 
not have moved or spoken if she would ; it is doubtful 
>vl)ether she would have if she could, for her sense of 
triumph was greater afber all than her terror ; she had 
courted silence and secrecy as God's best gifts for yean; 
they were hers to excess now, but they were hers ; how 
could she sacrifice them ? However, you and I need 
not discuss the merits of the case, for she did not. 
She had little resi>onsibility in the matter. 8he had a 
vague sense of havhig, by mistake, sold herself to the 
prince of darkness ; but if so, the crisis was past ; lie 
held her fast, body and soul, for that moment at least, 
and the next the opportunity was gone. Before she 
could shake off the spell that bound her, the lawyer 
and his clerk had hurried away, the constable had laid 
down the handcuffs (it was not just here or now that 
he had occasion for their use), and was concerting with 
the jailer as to the disposition to be made of Bly. 
Van Hansen, in a gritty, dogged humour, was moving; 
towards the door, and with his whip-handle was geeti* 
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culating to the women to follow him. Angle neither 
noticed nor obeyed, but her abstraction was covered by 
the more marked obduracy of Hannah, who, puzzled 
and indignant at a series of proceedings which she had 
not been able in the least to comprehend, positively 
refused to budge, jerking herself free from Van Hansen, 
who, finding his gestures unavailing, had proceeded to 
give a more emphatic hint by twitching at her cloak, 
and avowing her intention of remaining until they were 
ready to take the evidence, if it were until to-morrow 
morning. 

"But there ain't no evidence to take, I tell yer, 
woman," bellowed Van Hansen. " He wont testify — 
so there's an end on't." 

"He! who?" 

Dick pointed significantly at Bly, who was now pas- 
sively submitting to be led off. 

"What! that varmint!" exclaimed Hannah, in a 
high, cracked key, rendered more than ever shrill by 
her rising rage. Now, don't tell me we've come all 
this way to see what we could rake out o' that heap o' 
rubbish!" 

Dick intimated by a nod that such was the fact, at 
the same time urging her towards the door, partly by 
force, pai*tly by assailing her ear with, " Come along ; 
don't yer see we're in the way ? — ^tliey don't want to be 
bothered with us." 

Dick was essentially a modest man, fearful above all 
things of being an intruder ; and it was easy to see now 
that Biy was quietly submitting to the process of re- 
moval to his cell, that the jailer only awaited the de- 
parture of Van Hansen and his companions to shut up 
the private room and be off too. He was already lock- 
ing up his desk and quenching the embers on the hearth 
with the water that remained in the dipper. 

Hannah, as sharp-sighted as she was deaf, finally took 
these hints at a dismissal, and hobbled towards the door, 
muttering audibly, " I do vum ! if men ain't fools I — 
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the idee of expecting to get anything reasonable out o' 
them leavin's of a man. Why, he's all but dead, and 
as crazy as a coot inter the bargain. The idee on*t ! 
Why, yer must be about as cracked in yer wits as he 
is, all ou yer!'* 

Angie followed mechanically. They went out by the 
door at which they had entered. At the same instant 
Bly, supported by Tracy and the constable, was carried 
off in the opposite direction. Angie had a conscious- 
ness amountmg to certainty — that consciousness which 
comes by faith, not by sight — that Bly was looking 
back in the hope to win a glance, a grateful glance, 
perhaps, from her. But she dared not meet h^ eye. 
She felt that she should betray herself. So, with a 
fixed gaze and a self-reproachful heart for this too, she 
turned her back upon the poor wretch, who, faithful 
but unthanked even by a look, was carried to his cell; 
while she, free and uncondemned, but scarcely less a 
culprit in her own estimation, went her way unchal- 
lenged. 

Whither ? Ah ! that was the question. Van Hausen, 
disappointed of the object for which they had come, and 
with two women ou his hands, was sadly at a loss. He 
could dispose of himself and his own time iu a dozen 
ways until his horse was sufficiently refreshed for the 
return diive to Stein's Plains. But the women folks ! 
what should he do with them ? 

This problem was rendered more difficult of solution 
from Hannah's vituperative state of mind, and the 
vacant, terrified expression of Angie's face. Dick had 
ordinaiily more confidence in Angie's ability and dis- 
cretion than his manner to her implied ; but now, as he 
said to himself, she looked and behaved like a cat in 
a strange garret, and she and the old woman seemed 
equally unfitted to take care of themselves or each 
other. 

Hannah, who had stopped short in the stone cor- 
ridor between the rows of cells, was still shaking her 
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head and her forefinger in attestation of her pfeinly- 
expressed opinion regarding the folly of all who had 
lured her hither " on such a fool's arrant ;" Van Hansen, 
considerably in advance, and impatiently lingering 
until she and Angie should come up, was apparently 
taking counsel of his whip-handle, the end of which he 
rubbed slowly up and down his chin, when the con- 
stable, returning from doing escort duty to Bly, came 
back through the jailer's room, and overtook our party 
in the long passage-way. He had resumed his string 
of handcuffs, and walked biiskly, humming a tune and 
keeping time with his uncouth cymbals. Altogether 
his presence imparted life and spirit to the grim old 
prison corridor ; and there was something very cordial 
as well as patronizing in the way with which he broke 
off in his tune to say to Angie, as he passed, " Sorry 
for the old woman's disapp'intment, miss, and yourn ; 
that 'ere testimony turned out a plaguy sham — that's 
a fact. Now we're goin' to work in earnest," he con- 
tinued, as, passing the womep, ho came up with Van 
Hansen, and dangled the handcuffs with professional 
pride. Them bracelets are the thing for dandy cus- 
tomers, such as I've got to deal with now. Bran new 
they are, the beauties !" And the constable selected 
one for inspection. "They're a pretty set o' hands 
that these were made for ! — a desp'rate gang, sir, now 
Itellyerl" 

Dick condescended to bestow a superficial examina- 
tion on the irons, but they did not interest him parti- 
cularly ; they were not in the old carpenter's line of 
l)usiness. " Hard set, I s'pose," he muttered, not 
meaning the irons, but their destined wearers, 

" I should think they xcas^^ responded the constable. 
" They ought to swing now, if there's justice in the 
land. Bad business that 'ere testimony's fizzlin' out 
so just as the trial's coming on. The attorney's con- 
siderably used up, most as much as your old woman 
there. And well he may be. The country V.'a.^ xH."^ ^"^'^i 
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on him, sir. He^s bound to get them fellers hung, and 
he knows it." 

"Pirates, eh?" 

"Yes! real black, murderin* set! Pests o' com- 
merce ! dread of every blue-jacket that has shipped for 
the Indies this five year ! Been waiting trial six weeks 
and more ! Coming on't half-past ten o'clock— extra 
session — supreme court — sits in the United States 
rourt-room, New City Hall. You'll be there, sir, of 
course ?" 

The constable rattled off these items exultantly. 

Van Hansen hesitated, and scratched his head with 
the whip-handle by way of clearing up his ideas. The 
tone, even more than the words of the constable, was 
suggestive of the fact that this great trial, on which 
the eyes of the whole country were fixed, was the only 
thing in New York worth attending, for that day, at 
loast. But then the women — and Dick gave an uneasy 
glance in their direction. What to do with them — 
that was the question uppermost in the mind of the old 
bachelor, who to-day, almost for the first time in his 
life, was saddled with female incumbrances. 

But it was no longer an open question. The con- 
stable's voice had a clear ring to it, and had gone echo- 
ing down the corridor. Tlie words " desperate gang" 
— "court" — "trial" — and that one syllable which 
signified the extreme penalty of the law, had reached 
and charmed the ear of Hannah. They chimed in with 
tlie prevalent notion of her mind, especially at this 
moment, and acted on her like an inspiration. It was 
with an Amazonian stride, in place of her hobbling 
j^ait, that she now advanced down the corridor. " The 
court's assemblin', is it ?" she asked with eagerness of 
the constable ; " then it's time I was there." " Go 
on, man," to Dick ; " we're comin' !" 

In vain Dick j)rotested, both by word and sign. In 
vain he pulled at her cloak — this time to hold her 
bark — and cursed the whole female sex under his breath. 
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Even the constable, pitying her error, took pains to in- 
form her, with a shout, that this case had nothing to 
do with her affair ; that it could throw no light on her 
husband's murder ; that it related to crime committed 
at sea, &c. But Hannah was deaf now, incorrigibly 
deaf. She had her own ideas, her own vague instincts 
in the matter, and she was resolute. To court she 
would go. Had she not come to the city for that verj' 
purpose? What matter whose case it was? Was 
there not testimony to bo given in, and bud deeds to 
be brought to light, and wicked men to be judged ? 
Who knew what might come of it ? 

That Hannah really expected or hoped that anything 
would come of it was scarcely probable, for she was too 
keen in her faculties, despite her deafness and her years, 
to be easily self-deceived. Bub at all events the pro- 
spect of witnessing a trial — somebody's trial — was irre- 
sistible. It was the sifting out of crime ; the condemning 
of the guilty ; it had a fascination for Hannah, and she 
was resolved to spend her day in a manner, at least, 
akin to the original intention. 

Such was the greatness and fixedness of this resolve 
as to reduce her companions to mere ciphers. The con- 
stable was immeasurably tickled at the force of the old 
woman's will, now that it was fairly roused. He laughed 
heartily, exclaiming between whiles, " Gome on then ! 
Sorry I can't go and escort you, — there's nothin' I 
should be prouder on, but I've got a part to perform in 
the ' play,' " — ^and he shook his handcuffs significantly. 
" Howsomever, I'll look out for you in the court-room," 
he condescendingly whispered to Angie. "Which way ?" 
(in reply to an imperative query from Hannah). " O, 
you'll find it easy enough ; you've only to follow the 
crowd." 

They had threaded the passage-way and staircase, 
and reached the prison door, as he said this. 

A few individuals, hastening along the street outside, 
constituted that portion of the crowd which he motioned 
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to Hannah to follow ; and pressing b» his bcwinefls was, 
he could not resist pausing an instant to indulge one 
more hearty laugh at sight of the old woman s&iding 
vigorously forward, iu the effort to keep up with her 
lenders, and drng^ng the trcmbliug, reluctant Angie 
along, rather than leaning on her for support. 

As for Vnn Hansen, victim of his Bister's raliant 
assertion of woman's rights, there was nothing kft for 
him but to enlist meekly under her colours, and to follow 
her lead, as she followed that of the crowd. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

A CONTEWTlOir FOB PLACES. 

TirK trial of a gang of notorious pirates would prove an 
eventful circumstance, in any seaport city of the Old or 
Xew World. From the merchant whose rich cai^'= 
have suffered, or may chance to suffer from their depre- 
dations, to tlio poorest man or woman whose son lias 
shipped as cabin-boy, all have an interest in the appn»- 
hcnsion and conviction of ruffian hordes, whose cruelties 
wear a deeper aspect of horror from being added to the 
other perils of the deep, and whose remorselessness in 
the execution of their barbarities has made their very 
name synonymous with crimes of the darkest dye. 

At the time of the arrest of Bullet and his gang this 
sentiment was rife in the commimity, and national in- 
vective was hurled with peculiar bitterness at this 
sj)ecies of malefactors. Our late war with England, 
originating, as it did, in wrongs committed at sea^ and 
fought out for the most part on that element, hid 
concentrated public attention on the protection of our 
commerce and mnrine, and scarcely was that contest 



A CONTENTION FOR PLACES. 288 

brought to a successful issue when we were forced into 
a hand-to-hand struggle with Algiers, whose piracies 
had rendered her the scourge of Europe no less than 
of our own country. The courage and gallantry of 
Decatur, the glorious martyrdom of Somers and his 
sacrificial band, these, and other deeds of daring and 
heroism, had chained the dastardly tyrant of the 
Mediterranean, and given our infant navy her earliest 
title to a nation's praise, — a foretaste of the future 
triumphs which now fill her sails, as she sweeps 
on in the march of freedom ; praise which has swelled 
into a hymn of thanksgiving as we feel how, in 
this our day of trial, she girds us with her 
strength. 

But piracy was rampant in those days ; and though 
the Mediterranean no longer levied black mail on the 
nations of the earth, plunderers still infested our 
western waters, and no vessel had as yet a safe pass- 
port in the neighbourhood of the Carribean Sea or 
the Great Gulf. Voyages to the West Indies were 
precarious to life as well as cargo, and merchants 
sending ships thither were compelled to balance the 
probability of gain against the possible loss of vessels, 
merchandize, and crew. 

Among the unenviable reputations achieved by these 
sea marauders, none had attained so terrible a noto- 
riety as that of Bullet, or the Black Bull of the Indies. 
This man's craftiness and rapacity as a freebooter, the 
autocratic tyranny with which he lorded it over his 
crew, and the cold-blooded cruelties practised by him 
on his victims, had made his name a watchword of 
warning and terror. Yarious authorized avengers of 
the public, following in his track of blood and crime, 
had pursued his fast-sailing crafb, and made every 
effort for her capture, but to no purpose. So mys- 
teriously did she sometimes effect her escape, now 
favoured by darkness, now by fog, and now by some 
light l«^e, which seemed conjured up purposely to 
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fill her sails, that among superstitioofl sea&rers mys- 
tery was added to her other attributes, and she wts 
half-believed to be a phantom ship, onl^ becoming t 
real monster at the moment of grappling with her 
prize. Even sober-minded individuals were staggered 
by reports of the audacit j with which she pursued her 
prey, sometimes doubling on her own track, and 
crouching, tiger-like, at the very post lately held by 
government sentries, from which she had fled twenty- 
four hours before; — yesterd&j, a fugitive; to-day, a 
destroyer. 

Proportionate, therefore, to the alarm she had created 
and the evil she had accomplished, were the pride and 
satisfaction that prevailed among the citizens of our 
mercantile metropolis, when her career was suddenly 
checked, and that, too, not by the official arm of the 
naval service, but by the gallantry of our commercial 
marine. Many American vessels had then recently 
been engaged in privateering against England; even 
merchantmen had been taught a lesson of self-protec- 
tion, and most of our vessels could boast of a few guns 
and boarding implements, as well as some slight skill 
in their use. It was such an armament consisting of 
an enterprizing American captain, and his crew of not 
more than a dozen men, which had succeeded in bring- 
ing the Black Bull of the Indies to bay, and effecting 
the capture of the piratical vessel and its ruffianly 
owners. The gallant little merchantman, being bound 
on a circuitous voyage, had proceeded at once to our 
nearest naval station, and transferred her prisoners to 
an American frigate, by which, under government 
auspices, they had been brought to New York for trial. 
The public sense of justice, amounting to an enthu- 
siasm of abhorrence, had marked the reception of these 
felons on their arrival and introduction to the city 
prison. This sentiment had either palled or been 
superseded by the every-day emotions of society during 
the few months that they had been hid from the sight 
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and knowledge of the community awaiting trial, bat it 
was roused into fresh vigour as the time approached 
which was to seal their fate ; — triumph in their appre- 
hension, curiosity as to their persons, and exciting 
rumours of the evidence against them, combined with 
hatred of their dark trade, in rendering them objects 
of universal discussion and interest, so that the con- 
stable who had recommended to Van Hausen to attend 
the trial, was justified by fact, when he said of the 
counsel for the prosecution, that the countr}' had its 
eye on him. 

The sentiment of interest being thus universal, it 
naturally sent up to the trial representatives of all 
ranks in society. The solid men of the city, especially 
those directly engaged in commercial enterprises, 
thought it becoming in them to stimulate justice, and 
countenance the law by their presence on this occasion. 
Aristocratic ladies (and New York had then a far more 
select aristocracy than in these days) neatly veiled 
their curiosity to see Bullet, that chief among viUains, 
beneath the laudable ambition to hear the arguments 
of counsel in so stirring a case. Our sharp attorney 
on the side of the prosecution, though a noted sifter 
of evidence, and a zealot in defence of the law, was 
less gifted in argument than some of his brethren at 
the bar, but in consideration of the importance of 
the case government had strengthened itself by 
securing the services of a veteran counsellor the 
superiority of ^whose logical and persuasive power was 
unquestioned. 

Trump, the great legal orator, had been retained for 
the prisoner, at an enormous fee, it was whispered, and 
with the certainty of fabulous sums as the price of 
acquittal, for who knew (to such a height did nunour 
run) what wealth, the spoils of many nations, these 
robbers might have hid away in then: island caves? 
The felon, Bullet, his innocence but proved, might set 
himself up as a Monte Christo! It was a case 
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that called for all Tramp's powers, and more. He 
would exhaust the superb armory of his great htm 
and stun the jury with his eloquence. The big 
paunchcd yellow coaches, with KDickerbocker arms on 
their panels, might honourably impede the halls of 
justice to-day, when such intellectual feasts were in 
preparation there. 

Crigantic crimes electrify humanity. They upheave 
the social strata, so that extremes meet. The same 
exiiggeratcd reports of the Black Bull, his deeds and 
his accomplices, which, echoing and reverberating 
through the land, had reached the pinnacles of fashion, 
had also stirred the human dregs, and caused them to 
rise to the surface. New York then neither reared 
nor imported then so many desperadoes and Jezabelf 
as at the present day, but she had her skulking-holes 
of crime, and her sinks of infamy, which belched forUi 
boastful villains, drunk with the craving to look upon 
the hero in guilt, whose notoriety they emulated ; and 
penitent and degraded outcasts, who instinctirel/ 
Hocked to the altar-fire of sin and ignominy, as moths 
to the candle, in which their poor wings have been 
siuged already. Honesty and industry, the great 
mediocrity of popular character and sentiment, justly 
set against crime and its perpetrators, formed the basis 
of the representation this day ; but the most charac- 
teristic feature of the assembly was the rutfalessness 
with which thieves and vagabonds elbowed the mag- 
nates of the land, and the assurance with which fallen 
women, bedaubed or begrimed, strove with the plumed 
and perfumed daughters of the aristocracy for prece- 
dence and place. 

The locality in which the court hold its sittings gave 
added interest and attractiveness to the occasion. The 
New City Hall (for it was then recently finished) was 
deservedly a subject of pride to the citizens, and the 
dignity of the building gave encouragement to the pre* 
sence of citizens, and esj^cially of ladies, who would hiav9 
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shrunk from ordinary court*rooms, while its central and 
conspicuous position, and the prospect of gaining free 
admission to its walls, swelled the crowd with idlers. 
Admission within the exterior walls of the building 
was, for the majority of the throng, the most that 
could be hoped, however. The court-room was mani- 
festly too limited in its proportions to admit more than 
a fraction of the crowd ; standing room in the halLs, or 
corridors leading thither, was even a matter of chance ; 
and in spite of the cold, no small part of the attendants 
on the trial were obliged to content themselves with 
scaling the windows for a peep inside, hanging round the 
doorways in anticipation of stray reports of what was 
transpiring within, or gathering in knots within the 
Park area, threshing their arms to keep their blood from 
freezing, and compensating themselves for the disadvan- 
tage of enjoying only outside places by the freedom with 
which they indulged in groans and howls for the pri- 
soners, and invitations to them to come out and be eaten, 
trampled on, or even tak^ their chance of a land fight, 
man to man. 

These, and similar demonstrations of excitement, did 
not reach their height until near the close of the day, 
and when the vehemence of the populace had increased 
with the progress of the trial. When Hannah Rawle 
and her companions entered the Park, it was compara- 
tively early, and the passions of the rabble at the out- 
posts had not been inflamed by expectancy and delay. 
Already, however, there was striking evidence of the 
interest that hung upon the trial. Straggling proces- 
sions of people were entering the Park from every 
direction, and converging towards the City Hall. Ap- 
parently it was filled to overflowing, for the front steps 
were crowded, and window and door places began to be 
in request. But Hannah, undeterred by this discourage- 
ment, kept resolutely on her way. Her deaf ears were 
undisturbed by the clamours and disputes of the multi- 
tude, with whom shQ was immediately iuvolv^d ; her 
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broad shoulders seemed insensible to the press and 
conflict with numbers. So wholly was her wtcm mind 
preoccupied by her purpose in coming hither, that even 
if she could have distinguished the hootings of the 
boys, who assailed her from the fences, tops of Limp- 
posts, aud other " coignes of vantage," she would have 
responded to them only by indifierencc and contempt. 
As it was there was a certain imposing grandeur in the 
way with which the old woman threw back her bead 
and strode through the crowd towards her object, as if 
her purpose were sufficient passport. Perhaps it whs 
this air of resolution, even more than her years, or her 
rustic dress, which at once marked her for the bo}V 
notice, and caused her to be hailed with the saucy 
salutation, " Walk up, granny ! Make way for the old 
wolf-skin !" — (the latter being an allusion to her volu- 
minous yellow sables). "Don't wait outside there, 1 
beg on yer. Yer might ketch cold. Plenty o* room ; 
walk in, marm, an' take a seat." 

Apparently she took tlioni at their word, for not 
until she was half-way u]) the front steps did she falter 
and come to a stand-still, firmly wedged in with the 
crowd. Angie was just behind her, one step lower 
down, panting and breathless, less from her rapid walk 
and strugle with the j)ress than from the agitations of 
her heart and brain. Unlike Hannah, she experienced 
a niomeiittiry relief in the check put upon their pro- 
gress. She would have been only too glad if it could 
have been balked altogether. With what face could 
fcihe witness a trial the very purpose of which she had 
been doing her best to defeat P How dared she set her 
foot within walls sacred to that justice with which she 
had tampered P She would have preferred to stand all 
day a humble waiter at the threshold. 

They were by this time a little separated from Vau 
Hausen, who, usually bold as a lion in pushing his way 
among his compeers, was, as I have said, but a reluctant 
and sheepish attendant on women, and had, therefore, 
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flufiPered several ranks of people to intervene between 
himself and them. Otherwise he would have taken 
advantage, even now, of the fresh arguments that offered 
themselves, and endeavour to persuade Hannah to aban- 
don her object. One needed only to look at her face to 
see how vam such efforts would have been. Watchful- 
ness, combined with indomitable patience, made up its 
expression, and proved the force of her resolution. 

Fortune is the friend of a strong will, and fortune be- 
friended Hannah. She, Fortune, came in gusts,— ofben 
her way. The first shock was the arrival of his honor, 
the judge, escorted by the sheriflP, and heralded by a 
squad of constables. The crowd made way, of course, 
for the chief magistrate of the occasion. Everybody 
but Hannah stood staring and agape, watching his pas- 
sage ; but she, blind to everything but her own interest 
in getting forward, pressed into his wake, and Angie 
following, both were wafbed into the inner hall, not far 
from the entrance to the court-room. Here the judge 
and his escort were suddenly swallowed up by a baize- 
covered door, which swung noiselessly open to admit 
them to some waiting-room or private passage leading 
to the further end of the court-room. The wedge which 
had forced an entrance for the old woman and her atten- 
dant thus suddenly withdrawn, the crowd collapsed, 
and shut them in between two human walls. They 
were still carried onward, though almost imperceptibly, 
by the pressure from behind, when suddenly a diversion 
took phice in the popular mind. A report had reached 
the front ranks that they were bringing in the prisoners ; 
that a sight of them might be obtained outside, at the 
rear of the building ; and now, while the throng without 
were pressing to get in, the throng within were pressing 
still more violently to get out. Hannah and Angie 
were driven back almost on the shoulders of the crowd, 
wafbed, as it were, by an ebb tide ; but the human 
waves that had forced for themselves an exit, soon re- 
tumedy angry and clamorous, to swell the onward flow. 
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It was Dothinp; but a trick, a sham ; the lurisonen wwe 
safely lod^ in the dock already, the trial was about to 
begin, and at this assurance, on the authority of a oon- 
stable, who had officiated as one of their escort, ti^e 
rush, the quarrelling, and the squabbling reached thm 
height. Hannah and Angie, victims of tnis contentioD, 
were in danger of being smothered, strangled, annihi- 
lated. Not that Hannah was daunted. Tally s^ong, 
and determined, she defended herself with her dhows, 
her fists, her voice ; even the boys, ten times worse in a 
crowd than men, charged in vain against the iron wall 
of her stern resolve. Alone, she might have held her 
ground, maintained her progress. But Angie was a clog 
upon her. Angie, exhausted and faint, was frightenec^ 
bewildered, and so, of course, undone. Staggering, 
falling, trampled on at last, the right and lefb thrusts of 
her companion alone saved her irom serious iiyury. 
Whether the report, — "A woman down! They are 
trampling on her ! She is dying ! " — called for official 
interference, or whether chance brought help at this 
crisis, is a matter of doubt. Certain it is, however, that 
this extremity turned the scale of fortune suddenly in 
favour of our couple of adventurers, for a constable, the 
constable who had just been giving information to the 
crowd, the verjr constable of the prison, Hannah's cham- 
pion and Angle's admirer, came at this moment to the 
rescue, took the unfortunates in charge, waived off the 
crowd by the magic of his badge of authority, and 
before they knew how or whence deliverance had come, 
they had found the sesame to the mysterious green 
door by which the judge had disappeared, and were in 
a dark, damp lobby, with plenty of breathing room, and 
the roar aud rush of the crowd without sounding 
through the muffled door like the surge and murmur 
of an angry sea, from which they had been saved by a 
miracle. The cheering admonitions and encouragement 
of their rescuer, together with the wholesome scolding 
administered by Hannah, soon restored Angi^ to pre- 
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sence of mind, and enabled her to suppress the hyste- 
rical throes and nervous tremor which, for some momente, 
threatened to master her. Though bruised and panting, 
nearly strangled by the strings of her hood, and with 
her old silk mandarin rent in several places, she had 
escaped further injury, and in reply to the interroga- 
tions of the constable and the pertinacity of Hannah, 
soon declared herself able to proceed. She shrank, 
however, as her glance rested on the door by which 
they had found safety, and shuddered at the execrations 
and threats that now and then went up from the crowd. 
After all, who knows which had overcome her most, 
the violence of the press, or the deep mutterings, the 
2)rophetic imprecations, which all around her had united 
in heaping on the criminals, whose blood they claimed 
at the hands of the law ? They would have torn her 
to pieces, perhaps, had they suspected the part she had 
just been playing, and how she had cheated the right- 
eous vengeance they were here to vindicate. Outcast 
of society, friend of the depraved, what better fate did 
she deserve than to be trampled under the foot of 
justice ! 

"Don't you be afeard, miss," was the constable's 
prompt reply to these instinctive thrills of alarm on 
Angle's part. " I hain't the slightest idea of letting 
you get into such a scrape as that again. I know all 
about crowds, I do ; I'll take care of you (in his 
patronizing way) ; come with me ;" and motioning to 
Hannah to follow, he commenced piloting Angie aloiig 
the dark lobbj, and thence up a winding staircase, 
which branched off in an opposite direction to the 
private entrance by which the judge had gained access 
to the court-room. 

This stair-way was dark and steep, and at the top 
of it a heavy door barred their further progress ; but 
the constable, who was familiar with its spring, threw 
it noiselessly open, apd they were instantly greeted by 
a flood of fight; « murmur of yoices; and the sight of 
v2 
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a closely packed assembly ; not such a rude press as 
that from which they had just so thankfullj made 
their escape, but a well-dressed female assembly, for 
the most part accommodated with seats, but where 
these were wanting, occupying, apparently, every inch 
of standing-room. It was the gallery of the court- 
room, reserved on this occasion for ladies only ; and its 
seats had been filled, since an early hour in the mom- 
^g) hy the wives and daughters of the judge and prin- 
cipal lawyers in attendance on the trial, and such other 
ladies as were willing to brave the ordeal of a pro- 
tracted session, in close quarters and bad air, for the 
sake of gratifying their cuiiosity or thirst for exciting 
oratory. 

Among the gentry thus accommodated, there was a 
sprinkling of females of a different quality, tawdrily 
and showily decked out, while the stan(Hng-room, 
outside the gay circle, presented here and there, brought 
out in strong relief against the wall of the buildmg, 
the shabby figure and wild, haggard face of some poor 
vagrant, familiar enough with the precincts of courts 
to know where to find the best places, and bold enough 
to press in anywhere. 

Angle, thankfid just now for shelter and safety, and 
anxious to avoid observation, would gladly have taken a 
standing position just inside the enhance door, and on 
the outskirts of the gallery. Hannah, too, would have 
been content with a situation which, being the most 
elevated that the court-room afforded, commanded a 
panoramic view of the whole ; but their conductor 
was not one of that sort of men who do things by 
halves. 

" You see, miss," he whispered to Angie, " IVe 
brought you to the court-end, and now I*m going to 
get the young woman that I admire, and the old woman 
that I respect, the best seats here." 

Upon which, he began to push his way down the 
steps of the little midSe aisle, leading to the front row 
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of seats. A man among so many women, and that man 
wearing a constable's badge, was an authority not to be 
questioned. The timid and yielding, who were huddled 
on the steps, readily made room ; one, more obstinate 
than the rest, and whom the constable almost stumbled 
over, was taken by the shoulder and rudely thrust 
aside, with the words, "Deuce take yer, mad Moll, 
you're always in the way !" "A little room, if you 
please, ladies ?" was his conciliatory tone to the aris- 
tocratic fair ones, who were disposed to maintain their 
ground. " This way, ma'am ! this way !" as he 
beckoned Hannah and the reluctant Angie on — " one, 
two, three, four, five," and, as he counted, his inexor- 
able finger marked off the occupants of the front seat 
— " room for six, ladies : them seats always accom- 
modates six ! here's a place for you, mum," to Hannah, 
who was hobbling slowly to the front. "Move up, 
and make room, if you please, ladies," in a tone, which 
meant, " whether you please or not." " This old lady 
has an interest in the trial ; come twenty mile or more 
to attend it." 

Slowly, reluctantly, measuring the inflexible eye of 
the constable, to detect any chance of his relenting, 
the silked and feathered ladies drew their narrow skirts 
around them, and, with cross looks and a complaining 
munnur, moved up. A slender, airy dame, the outside 
occupant of the seat, withdrew her person as far as she 
could ; and, as Hannah's stiff, unbending form settled 
squarely into the space aUoted to her, fastidiously strove 
to protect her satin pelisse from contact with the old 
woman's camlet cloak. Meanwhile the occupants of 
neighbouring seats, undisturbed in their possessions, 
stared unmercifully at Hannah and Angie as " persons 
interested in the trial." " Mother and sweetheart of 
one of the murderers, perhaps." So the whisper went 
round — round even to the ears of Angie, who, having 
followed Hannah to the front, where no seat was yet 
provided for her, was left at this moment standusi^^^V^J^ 
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most oonspieuoufl perflon in the honse. The constable 
liad in vain counted up the numhera on the opposite 
side front ; there was no vacancy there. Angie would 
have retreated if she could, but those behind had re- 
seated tbcmsolves and hemmed her in ; the constable 
had gone to fetch a camp-stool ; he had whispered this 
intention to her, and then disappeared, with the part- 
ing assurance, " I'll have to hand it down to you over 
the heads of the crowd ; but never fear, I'll make sure 
tbat you get it." 

While awaiting its arrival, however, there was nothing; 
for Angie but to stand, crimson with fear and embar- 
rassment, more prominent than the prisoners in the 
dock, and a scarcely less pitiable object. She had drawn 
lier hood as far as possible over her face ; she had tucked 
behind and under it, as well as she could, her stray, 
curling locks, for the comb that should have held them 
liad dropped out and been lost in the crowd. With 
womanly instinct she had brushed the dust from her 
scant mandarin, and attempted to fold it so as to hide 
the rents ; but nothing could soothe or hide her fea- 
tures, distorted by mortification and alarm. The 
emotions already alluded to would have been sufficient 
to account for such an expression, but within a moment 
past it had been aggravated by a more fearful sensa- 
tion ; for she had just had a vision — ^had met a phan- 
tom in her path ; pale, emaciated, wild, it had fixed her 
with its stare ; it had vanished, but it transfixed her 
still. Her own humiliating position, the murmur of 
suspicion that attached to her as one interested in the 
trial, the watchful, accusing eyes — she was conscious of 
them all ; but what kept her planted there, so still and 
horror-struck, was, more than all, the certainty that, 
for the second time to-day, she had seen, overtopping all 
other faces, blinding her to all others, the face of a 
ghost. 

It was a female form this time, and a face that had 
once been the face of a girl. But now a soul in purga- 
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tory, a blasted spirit, looked out from that same tene- 
ment of clay, with which Angie had long ago been 
familiar. What could it mean? Were all the visions 
that had haunted her heart for years to become realities 
to-day ? One by one were the secret companions of 
her memory to rise up and confront her in the face of 
all the world ? Was this, then, the day of doom ? this 
place the judgment ? Were the degraded, the lost, the 
very dead to reappear in testimony ? and here, and now, 
were the secrets of all hearts to be unveiled P 

A little while ago, and she had triumphed in the 
consciousness of having disarmed fate. In the agitation 
of the present moment, she felt it closing in upon her, 
and, no longer resisting, she braced herself to meet the 
shock. 

No wonder that when the camp-stool came at last, 
and by the constable's peremptory orders, was passed 
down to her, she failed to see it ; that when it was 
pointed out, and even set up for her use close, beside 
Hannah, she took no notice; and that, embarrassing as her 
situation was, she woidd have continued standing for an 
indefinite period, scrutinizing the sea of faces above her 
with an expectant gaze, had not Hannah given her a 
smart jerk, at the same time saying in aloud, shrill key, 
which made everybody laugh, ^^ Set down, Angie 
Cousin! do you s'pose folks behind can see right through 
ver?'' 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

THE PEIKCIPAL WITNESS. 

Meanwhile the court had been called to order, the 
jury impannelled, the indictment read, and the pri- 
soners' plea, " Not guilty," received and recorded. The 
counsel for the prosecution now rose. Angie's atten- 
tion was at once concentrated upon the wiry figure and 
keen nervous features of the lawyer, who, as he stood 
with both hands resting by the finger-tips on the green 
table round which his legal brethren were grouped, 
was, from her immediate recognition of his person, and 
from the attitude he occupied, of one about to address 
the court, the single object that arrested her eye. 
Hannah recogpiised him too, and signified the fact by 
a shove of Angie's elbow, and the words, "I vum, 
Angie, that 'ere*s the same little red- faced man that 
we jest see so fooled in the jail yonder." 

At this moment the prosecuting attorney was the 
centre of all eyes and ears, so that Hannah's remark 
escaped general notice. A few of her neighbours over- 
heard it, however, and thereupon scant^ed her and 
Angie with increased curiosity and remark. " In the 
jail!" They had just come from there! Of course, 
then, they were related to the prisoners ! That settled 
it. 

In accordance with the anticipations of the audience, 
the government attorney should now have proceeded 
to open his case, but to the disappointment and chagrin 
of everybody present he addressed himself to the court 
instead of the jury, and boldly solicited a postponement 
of the trial. He had been disappointed of one of hb 
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principal witnesses ; the man was ill and unable to 
testify ; the interests of justice required that his tes- 
timony should be heard ; and much as the attorney 
regretted the inconvenience that might arise from an 
adjournment, he trusted that in consideration of the 
importance of the case, and the terrible and weighty 
charges which were to be proved, the court would grant 
a reasonable delay. 

The judge, taken wholly by surprise, manifested his 
astonishment at so unexpected a proposition, and the 
counsel for the prisoners seizing his advantage, sprang 
to his feet and entered a forcible protest against any 
delay, as a gross perversion of law, and an injustice to 
his clients. Earnestly did Trump declaim upon the 
fact that the law must know no prejudices ; that his 
clients, although accused of dark crimes, had all the 
more claim to an early trial, — an immediate acquittal, 
he might say, — so strong was his conviction of the re- 
sult. Sagaciously did he point out how thus far every 
advantage had been on the side of the government ; 
feelingly did he allude to the cruel imprisonment the 
accused had already suffered, during a most inclement 
season, and the patience with which they, and he, their 
advocate, had awaited the uncertain arrival of the 
vessel, just in port, which brought with it the prin- 
cipal witnesses for the prosecution — ^witnesses whom 
his legal brother, the opposite oounsel, had openly 
boasted were enough to insure conviction ten times 
over. The present evasion of justice — so he unhesi- 
tatingly continued — must be a mere quibble, a pre- 
tence ; the prosecution doubtless knew the weak points 
in their case; he himself was prepared to see such 
groundless charges as those brought against his clients 
fall to pieces for the want of any foundation ; but he 
had hanlly expected to see them fade out in the very 
commencement of the conflict, and disappear " like the 
baseless fabric of a vision.'* 

What with bluster, pathos^ and Shakspeare, Trump 
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had wrought himself up to quite a pitch of exoitendtot 
already; he had made some impression, too, on the 
jury and the audience; this he alisrays did, — he had a 
ma^otic power over audiences and juries. 

But the counsel for the prosecution understood 
Trump, and opposed him, with his customary tactics, 
sarcasm, scorn, contempt, real or pretended. He did 
not even deign to look at him, simply condescending 
so far as to explain to the judge, in a snappifth sort of 
way, that he was ready to proceed with the case if the 
court chose in its leniency to grant this indulgence to 
the gentUmeUy who, accustomed to the life of free- 
booters, were naturally weary of imprisonment, and 
who, so long in the habit of carrying matters with a 
high hand, (*xpected, no doubt, through their counsel, 
to make Justice herself walk the plank. He was quite 
prepared to meet his adversary — the counsel for the 
defendants. A week ago he liad neither dreamed of 
nor wished for further testimony than that at his 
command to-day. A finish and Mat had indeed 
recently been promised to this great revelation of 
crime by a past accomplice of the prisoners, who had 
professed a readiness to turn State's evidence; facts 
already deposed by him had an important bearing on 
the case. As proof and warning of the extent to which 
human nature might be brutalized and depraved, these 
subsidiary facts ought not to be withheld from the 
court and the community ; he left the decision con- 
iidently, however, to the superior wisdom of the pre- 
siding judge. 

The judge, deaf, as became his office, to mere decla- 
mation, and steeled against dramatic effects, looked 
simply to facts, or at most, probabilities in the case. 
Was this deficiency in the evidence for the goyemment 
one which it was the duty of the prosecuting officer to 
have foreseen and provided against? Or, if wholly 
accidental, could it be remedied by delay ? What wm 
the nature of the witness's illness, and what his chance 
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of recovery ? The learned counsel was of course aware 
that in capital cases depositions of testimony were of 
no avail ; the evidence must be given in person, and in 
presence of the accused. What probability was there 
that at a later day this testimony would be forth- 
coming p 

These and similar pertinent inquiries on the part 
of the court, compelled a closer investigation than was 
consistent with tho interests of the attorney for the 
prosecution. Not that he based much hope on a 
postponement of the trial, or had any sanguine expecta- 
tion that it would be granted by the court ; the pro- 
position for delay had been urged chiefly in compliance 
with the demands of the eloquent counsellor appointed 
to assist him through this important trial, and con- 
duct the argument. This gentleman had been greatly 
staggered by the quashing of the important links of 
evidence which Bly had been expected to furnish, and 
it was to satisfy his associate, perhaps, too, in order to 
make the most of his lost testimony, by publicly de- 
ploring it, that the attorney had put in his plea for a 
postponement. Brief as had been his interview with 
Bly, it had served to convince him of the hopelessness 
of any attempt to extract information from his obsti- 
nately sealed lips — ^lips which the lawyer believed would 
soon be eternally sealed ; for so shocked had he been 
by the wasted appearance and cataleptic torpor in which 
he had found his anticipated witness, that he greatly 
doubted whether, if brought into court, and willing to 
testify, he would prove capable of furnishing coherent 
evidence. 

Every way now circumstances were telling against 
the prosecuting counsel and in favour of the prisoners. 
The judge's inquiries served to extract truths which 
made the arguments for a postponement seem forced 
and trivial, not to say suspicious and unreal. The 
jailer and his assistant being called up, and questioned 
in regard to the promised witnesS; unfortunately dwelt 
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more upon his unwillingness, than upon his ability to 
testify. The jailer himself, mindful of the promised re- 
ward in the Baultie Rawle case, had not quite despaired 
of shaking Bly's resolution of silence if only sufficient 
time were allowed ; but the head turnkey, Tracy, who 
was cherishing no such secret hopes, blurted out the 
truth in the face of everybody, by repeating the very 
words of the terrible oath with which Bly had sworn 
" never to blab." 

This ended the discussion. The court somewhat 
imperatively decided that the grounds for a postpone- 
ment were insufficient. The trial must proceed. The 
audience, disgusted at such sham pretences for delaying 
what they had all come hither to see and hear, were 
gratified at the decision ; the jury warned of a de- 
ficiency in the evidence, and overawed by Trump's 
self-confidence, subtracted one point from their mental 
counts against the accused. The counsel for the defence, 
conscious of his advantage, ran his fillers through his 
hair in a triumphant, defiant manner. On the other 
hand, the prosecuting attorney seeing himself worsted, 
and feeling that he had made a mistake, got more reel 
and flustered than ever ; and, out of humour with the 
court, his own assistant, as well as the opposing counsel, 
and, worst of all, with himself, was in no state for 
coolly opening his case, or conducting the examination 
of witnesses, which was to succeed, with his customary 
acumen and skill. 

Angie, who up to this moment had sat aghast, with 
lips parted and ears strained, drew a long breath. 
They were resolved to wring the truth from Bly, after 
all ; to force open his lips at last, and blast her with 
the chance-droppings therefrom — this much of the 
attorney's purpose she had comprehended in spite of 
legal forms — but the attempt had failed ; it was ruled 
otherwise; the judge had determined (bless him!) to 
leave the poor wretch to his silence, and her to her 
peace — that comparative peace, at least, which she had 
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Btriven so hard to secure. And so, having breasted 
one more wave of this day's storm, she breathed again. 
But as a Vessel in the trough of a heavy sea pauses 
only to gird herself for the next shock, so Angie, with 
all her powers, close-reefed and fortified, sat braced up, 
erect, expectant. 

Everybody about her was listening attentively to 
the statement of the attorney, who was rehearsing to 
the jury the facts he proposed to prove — everybody but 
Hannah : and she was sufficiently engrossed in Avatching 
the proceedings through her spectsicles. Angie could 
not yet weigh and digest the events of the mornins; ; 
in the present momentary security and cakn, she coiud 
only lock them up in her own breast, and patiently 
keep guard upon them. Beyond that, all she had to 
do, aU she could do, was to preserve a show of calm- 
ness, and, as far as possible, deport herself like any 
other spectator on the occasion. It aided her in this 
endeavour to iix her eye upon the speaker, and follow 
Ms voice. This concentration of her powers, at first 
mechanical, after a while became real. It was impos- 
sible that she could be indifferent to the main features 
of a trial, with the prosecution of which she had unin- 
tentionally interfered; otherwise, exciting as they 
might be to the general community, she woujd have 
been unable, burdened as she was, to follow with interest 
the details of crimes with which she had no concern. 
But circumstances had made her an associate in the 
business now before the court, and her attention once 
caught and riveted to the statement of the attorney, 
she soon became, not only in pretence, but in fact, 
one of his keenest and most absorbed listeners. 

Occasionally, indeed, her attention wandered, drawn, 
as it were, by magnetism, to other parts of the house. 
One of these side glances revealed to her the stout, 
labour-bent form of Van Hansen, who had worked his 
way to the front ranks of the audience, just outside 
the rail that protected the circle of lawyers from in« 
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trusioD, and who, leaniug on his rustic whip-handle, 
was drinking in the attorney's statement of charges 
about to be proved, his honest face at once inoredulmis 
and horror-struck. Apparently it would require prcx^ 
upon proof, to convince him that men could be so 
wicked. A picture of sturdy goodness the old man 
was, a human protest against crime. For this very 
reason, perhaps, his presence there, just opposite to her, 
disconcerted Angie. He was so suspicious of her, so 
unfriendly always. 

And again, she gave a little nervous start, as some* 
thing withered, brown, and crumpled, winding its way 
insidiously through the crowd, just beneath the gallery, 
flashed upon her, like a snake in the grass, and th^ 
was lost to sight again. It was a sly old face and 
form that she had no trouble in recognising. She did 
not even question why it should be here. Every 
familiar feature of her past life was coming to the 
surface to-day — why not Diedrich Stein P Still, though 
she almost immediately lost sight of him, the know* 
ledge of his presence gave her an uneasy sensati(»i, such 
as one has with the consciousness of vermin in the 
vicinity. 

The buccaneers, five in number, who were on trial 
for their life, were seated in the dock. The interest of 
the trial centred in them, of course. Their faces were 
visible to the jury, and the various officers of the law, 
as well as to that small portion of the assembly who 
bad obtained advantageous positions opposite the dock, 
but a high wooden partition quite conc^ed their per- 
sons from everybody in the rear. Even from the fiwrnt 
of the gallery only the backs of their heads and 
shoulders were discernible, so that the attention of the 
audience was in no degree abstracted from the attorney 
and his opening argument, by the otherwise irresistible 
temptation to watch the varying expression cm the 
countenance of the accused. 
It was the old story of deception^ robbwy^ and 
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cruelty, all summed up iu the dark word, Pir^y — a 
story so old, a deed so dark, as almost to be ibrgotten 
and lost iu oblivion, but for the recent revival of the 
crime which makes it now a familiar outrage. But 
lawless freebooters may yet claim legal sanction for 
their deeds, and indifference to others' rights may be 
fostered by sophistry or imaginary wrongs. In some 
instances, too, life may be held sacred while property is 
sacrificed, and the eyes of neutrals may be blinded to 
the outrage by a certain pretence of justice and 
discrimination. No such affectation of mercy, no 
such partial distinctions softened the crimes of these 
men, or qualified their deeds. Enemies as they were 
of all nations, vessels under every flag had been their 
natural prey. If the statement of the attorney were 
credible, murder had been their pastinie, and nameless 
deeds of horror had been committed by them in cold 
blood. I say by tJiem^ for all shared the guilt ; but 
while listening to the lawyer's burning words (with 
such a topic they could not be other than words of fire) 
the audience almost forgot, in their deadly indignation 
against the leader. Bullet, that his associates had any 
voluntas partnership in his acts. So tyrannic, so 
terrible had been this man's mastery over his men, 
so fierce and so cruel had been the despotism of his 
iron will, that while he had borne the part of an arch- 
fiend, they seemed to have served simply as his tools ; 
while he had been the ally of iniquity, they had been 
its slaves. So intense was this man's personality to 
the minds of the audience, so plainly did it appear 
that every deed of darkness and infamy had been 
planned by his cool brain, and executed by his pitiless 
decree, that at this opening phase of the trial, and with 
the uncertainty attending its result, the assembly would 
unanimously have voted for the immediate acquittal of 
every other man of the gang, on the condition that 
Bullet should expiate his crimes on the gallows. 
The attorney's beat had proved efl^ual It 1»»d. 
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fired the audience, and in the right dkeotion too, far 
Bullet was not only the deepest dyed vOkini hot he 
was the principal in the indictment; his conyiction 
was essential to that of hia associates ; and the main 
point secured, the fate of the whole gang was heyond 
a question. 

But heat is not the only quality effectual in an advo- 
cate, neither is it an element always to be controlled. 
The attorney, warmed with his subject, unfortunatelj 
went too far ; and in boasting of the proof he metnt 
to bring, forcfot himself, and inserted more than one 
point of testimony for which he was wholly dependent 
on Bly. Bis cooler ally the counsellor, endeavoured 
to warn and check him, but it was too late ; he bad 
betrayed the missing links in his chain of evidence, 
iuid Trump, armed at all points, had made a note of it. 
This circumstance, of which the attorney almost in- 
stantly became conscious, disconcerted him and chilled 
his ardour. The peroration of his argument was 
wanting in the brilliancy which had until now marked 
it, and he sat down at last considerably flustered, and 
with that consciousness of failure which had acted as 
a discouraging influence upon him since the early 
disappointment of the morning, and which promised 
to be cumulative in its eflects upon his efforts through- 
out tlie day. 

Witnesses for the government were now summoned 
iu turn, sworn, and their testimony taken. They were 
lew in number. A former United States consul at 
Fcrnambueo^fumished convincing proof of the depre- 
dations of the pirates and the sufferings of their 
victims, and the supercargo of a ship now in port 
recognised and pointed out among trophies taken from 
the persons of the accused or from their vessel, in- 
struments of navigation, and other articles of value, 
belonging to the officers and owners of a hitherto 
mysteriously missing bark. Excepting these, the 
witnesses for the government consisted wholly of the 
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captain, boatswain, and one of the crew of the mer- 
chantman that had captured the pirate crafb. The 
remainder of her officers and men had shipped in some 
other vessel, or been left behind in the foreign port 
which she had since visited. 

They were examined in the inverse order of their 
intelligence and the importance of their testimony. 
The first, a rough but honest sailor, gave a sufficiently 
clear narrative of the detection and pursuit of the 
notorious pest of the sea, the desperate defence she 
had made, the coolness and gallantry of his own com- 
mander, — upon whose prowess and neroism the loyal 
tar was so tempted to descant that the court was con- 
tinually compelled to recall him to points more essen- 
tial to the case in hand, — and finally the capture of 
the pirate chief and his men, and their identity with 
the prisoners now present at the bar. The boatswain 
confirmed the sailor's evidence, adding to it also a com- 
plete description of the vessel's piratical outfit, and 
furnishing a graphic account of her destruction by an 
explosion of her powder magazine, to which her vil- 
lanous and artful crew had laid a train just before their 
surrender, doubtless intending the destruction of her 
captors ; but the explosion came too late for their 
purpose ; not until the vessel had been stripped of 
her ill-gotten valuables, and left to her fate, did 
the fire reach the mine, and blast and scatter to 
the waves a craft defiled by almost every form of 
crime. 

So far the evidence was clear, thrilling, and perfectly 
satisfactory. With all his cross-questioning and brow- 
beating. Trump the oily-tongued, Trump the thun- 
derer, failed to co^jfuse these men, strong in their 
simple self-confidence, or to detect any contradiction 
in their testimony. 

And now the captain of the merchantman, hero of 
both of the previous narrativesy was summoned to the 
stand. 

X 
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The appearance and bearing of this young man 
created a marked sensation. And well it might. 
Drowned by his own act five years ago, identSed 
beyond a doubt, and buried in an outcast's grave, 
he had risen at length, and come hither to the 
judgment ! 

" Your name p" questioned the attorney. 

** George Bawle." 

" Formerly of New Jersey, now master of the bark 
Antelope V 

" The same, sir." 

Ay! the same. Years of exile, struggle, toil, had 
invigorated his manhood, knit his sinewy frame more 
firmly, embrowned his cheek, and shaded his smooth 
features with a beard of luxuriant growth. Many an 
associate of his boyhood and youth might have Deen 
deceived by the disguise that time and change had put 
upon him, but the eye that had loved him, never. 
Or had form and expression been metamorphosed, 
which they were not, the first notes of his clear, ring- 
ing voice would have sounded in the ears of some there 
present like responses to the trump that wakes the 
dead. . 

Yes, it was George Kawle! our Geordie! another, 
and yet the same ! The fact was beyond question. 
Buried out of sight for five long years, he had come 
back at last to claim as a right his name and place 
among men. 

But the right was almost instantly challenged. 
Already Angie's champion, the ubiquitous constable, 
was whispering significantly into the ear of Trump, 
and before the government attorney could address 
another question to his witness the counsel for the 
defendants forestalled him. 

" I am sorry to interrupt my legal brother," he 
exclaimed, addressing himself to the judge, "or to 
disappoint him by throwing discredit upon his priu- 
cipal witness ; but your honour will justify me, 1 1 
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in entering a protest against this testimony, and warn- 
ing the gentlemen of the jury gainst lending an ear 
to falsehood. The man upon the stand is himself 
a living lie, your honour. The individual whom 
he claims to represent has been dead for several 
years. I have witnesses here ready to testify to the 
fact." 

But Trump was scattering his words to the air. 
Other and contrary testimony to that he had at hand 
was nearer, truer, more touchingly real. 

''Let me over, I say! Stand back, you upstart 
feller, or I'll knock you down!" was shouted a few 
steps in the lawyer's rear. One stalwart leg, cased in 
homespun kersey, was thrust across the rail, and a 
common cart-whip was threateningly raised against a 
deputy sheriff, who was vainly striving to force back 
the intruder. "Geordie, my boy, God bless yer!" 
was the eager, tremulous cry that succeeded, as fling- 
ing the other leg over the barrier, and thrusting back 
the sheriff with a vehemence that scorned all opposition, 
old Van Hansen half-bounded, half-tumbled among the 
circle of startled lawyers, Geordie saw, sprang, met 
him half way, and tears started to the eyes of both 
strong men, while two hard hands were clasped, each 
as in a vice. 

" It's him I" broke from the trembling lips of the 
old carpenter, as touch confirmed the evidence of 
sight ; and again looking round to the wondering 
audience as if for sympathy, — "it's him ! it's our 
Geordie, as I'm alive! it's my own boy, hearty and 
four square as ever, after all ! Fur God's sake, where 
did yer come from, Geordie P" stammered forth the 
simple old man, the hand that was disengaged laid in- 
quiringly, tenderly, on the young man's shoulder. 
" "Why, man, we'd gin yer up for dead years ago." 

It was an all-engrossing emotion which this meeting 
awakened. In the intensity of the moment, both 
George and Van Hansen had been indifferent to the 
x2 
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gaze of a thousand strangers, had e^en looked to them 
for sympathy. Bat already the former's attention 
was wandering ; Van Hansen's question was a natural 
and imperative outburst, but it fdl unheard. 

Ahready George's eyes were wandering over tiie sea 
of curious, upturned faces, and all his senses were 
strained but mute attendants to his beating heart. 
For slowly, steadily approaching, in a species of tri- 
umphal progress that would have been a mockery had 
the occasion been one whit less real, was a grotesque 
object — a figure so shrunken, so insignificant, so thin 
and shadowy, as would certainly have been swamped in 
the crowd, but that borne aloft on the shoulders of two 
men in sailors' dress, and moving with sailors' undu- 
lating tread, it swayed gradually but surely to the 
front. Its very strangeness proved its passport ; the 
erowd parted before it; even the court officials drew 
back, forgetful of their duty, and without opposition, 
heralded indeed by the buzz and rumour that their ap- 
proach awakened, the exultant rollicking mariners came 
on. Poor, half-drunken sailors they were, but their 
elation of spirit was well-timed, and favoured the accom- 
plishment of their purpose. Inspired partly by grog, 
partly by the novelty of their task, and wholly undis- 
mayed by numbers or the dignity of the occasion, these 
self-appointed trophy-bearers never paused nor flinched, 
but making straight for the charmed ring, the legal 
sanctum within which George and Van Hausen had 
just clasped hands, they gained the railing, and elevated 
their burden triumphantly above it. 

With one bound George had freed himself from Van 
Hansen's grasp, and cleared the space betwixt him an^ 
the barrier ; and with manly arms stretched wide i* 
claim the proffered gifb, and his heart aglow with 
warm, instinctive throb, the earliest, purest throb 
human heart can ever know, he received his poor o 
Mother, and folded her to his breast. 

Van Hansen^ bewildered, incredulous of th^ pof 
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bility of what was passing before his eyes, held up his 
hands in sheer amazement; the grave judge on the 
bench neglected, in the interest of the scene, to have 
the court called to order; the lawyers involuntarily 
paused in the labour of weighing any other evidence 
than that of their senses ; the jury, forgetting to be 
arbiters, were conscious only that they were men, and 
the audience, taking advantage of the distraction on the 
part of the authorities, or carried away by an enthu- 
siasm of sympathy which would not be repressed, sent 
up a simultaheous cheer. 

This last was so manifestly out of place and unallow- 
able, that the first outburst of it recalled every respon- 
sible man. to his post. Before it could be repeated the 
crier stood up and enjoined silence, the sherm and his 
constables proceeded to enforce it, and immediately 
silence succeeded — a silence more impressive and sym- 
pathetic even than the previous burst of cheer. By this 
time, too, the witness on the stand had recovered his 
self-possession ; the little old woman whose arrival upon 
the scene had created so serious a disturbance, had been 
handed over to the care and protection of Van Hansen, 
and George, with folded arms, and a calmness that 
proved the masterly self-control of the young man, stood 
awaiting further examination. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE DENUKCIATIOK. 

Ab we, none of us, while yet in the fleshy can know 
what it is to die, so none of us, with rare exceptions, 
can know what it is to welcome back the dead, or those 
believed to be such. In intensity and degree the emo- 
tion can only be compared to the shock of sudden be- 
reavement ; but even that is a less amazing fact, since 
sooner or later all must die, while the law can never be 
broken but by a miracle which forbids soul and body, 
once parted, to be reunited in the flesh. As the earth 
seems to fall from beneath our feet when one who is 
walking Hfe's path with us suddenly sinks into the 
grave, so at his reappearance it must be as if Heaven 
itself had stooped and dropped a blessing down — a 
blessing which faith has promised hereafter, but which 
no ray of hope has taught us to look for here. 

In these days of terrible uncertainty, long suspense, 
premature despair, which are breaking hearts all over 
this our land, such instances of earthly resurrection 
may not be rare. God grant that there may be many 
such gleams of rapture breaking through the clouds 
heavy with a nation's pain ! God grant that the lives 
of the lost may be so pure from every stain that if 
found again they may bo found spotless, and be wel- 
comed back like the pearl of great price. 

Such a welcome did old Van Hansen's honest heart, 
and Hannah's stern one, give to George. But, alas ! 
for his mother and Angie ! 

Already, evading Van Hansen's charge, Margery had 
crouched down upon the lowest step of the little plat- 
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form which constituted the witness stand. With her 
knees drawn up beneath her narrow dress of black bom- 
bazette, her hands clasped and tightly compressed above 
them, and her little wizened face peering out from the 
wide cap-border and tall poke bonnet, which made her 
features look even more miniature and quaint than 
Nature had designed them, she sat, now casting an 
agonized look upon her son, now fixing a defiant gaze 
upon the assembled court. Like a startled bird, pant- 
ing, frightened, but every whit a mother, who has 
planted herself on the edge of her nest between danger 
and her brood, so the trembling little woman, perched 
at her son's feet, between him and the officers of the 
dread tribunal before which he stood, felt, no doubt, as 
if her mere presence there kept the hounds of the law 
at bay. For what did she know of courts except that 
they judged men to death ? or, knowing all else that 
she knew, for what could she suspect that her son stood 
there except to be doomed ? 

At George's sudden reappearance, at the first sound 
of his voice, Angie's heart had leaped up, then as sud- 
denly ceased to beat ; the hot blood had rushed to her 
face and scorched her brain, to be succeeded by deadly 
paleness, and clammy drops of sweat that started out 
upon her brow. She had first sprung to her feet, then 
dropped heavily upon her knees, in which latter atti- 
tude she continued, fixed as stone, her hands grasping 
the rail that ran aroxmd the gallery, her chin supported 
by her hands. These were but faint indications of the 
emotions that seized and alternated within her; — joy and 
horror, longing and dread, thanksgiving and despair. 
Packed as the gallery was behind her, impossible as it 
was for her to move, her first impulse would have been 
to turn and endeavour to struggle to him through the 
crowd, but for the contrary impulse which bade her 
rather keep quiet, deny his identity, beseech him, by 
some imploring gesture, to depart, fly, bury himself 
once more iu oblivion. Excited; unreasoning; mad with 
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love and fear, her senses first reeled, then seemed he- 
numbed ; joy proved hut a deeper shock of pain, relief 
but an aggravation of woe. 

But no one observed all this. She made no noise. 
Her sudden starting up was only the prelude to a simi- 
lar act on the part of many, who, on the strange appa- 
i-ition of Margery, rose up, and even leaned far over 
the gallery, to watch her novel and eccentric prc^ess 
through the crowd ; or, if Angle's breath came quick 
and hard, and her breast heaved with something be- 
tween a shriek of rapture and a groan of despair, these 
symptoms of agitation and agony were swallowed up 
in the congratulatory cheering and clapping of hands, 
which were simultaneous. 

Hannah's emotions, however, were more obstreperous 
and voluble. " It's George Eawle !" she cried, grasping 
Angle by the arm. " Lord bless me ! am I in the body 
or out on't ? "Who said he was dead ? This world's 
made up o' lies ; it's our George or else it's his ghost ; 
an' tain't no ghost nuther, for he never looked so hale 
and hearty in his life. That's right ! shake hands with 
him, Dick!" as she continued her observations; and 
again, " I vum, if there ain't our Margery comin' inter 
court a pig back ! O Lud ! what's comin' next ? 
Lud ! O Lud ! that I should live to see the lad agin — 
in this here court-h'us too ! Why, it's like the findin' 
o' Joseph in Egypt !" 

Hannah's exclamations and her soliloquy (it was truly 
the latter, for she addressed no one, she did not even 
claim Angle's attention) were so protracted, that when 
the sudden hush was enforced in the court-room they 
became audible, and not only absorbed for a moment 
the interest of those about her, but would have proved 
an interruption to the trial had she not been almost 
instantly checked by the restraining and monitory ges- 
tures of the fine lady next her, as well as by a deputy- 
sheriff who had entered the gallery purposely to enforce 
silence, and who tapped her with his pole just in time 
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to prevent her attracting the attention of George him- 
self, which she was apparently endeavouring to do. 

" This is all very well ; quite dramatic indeed !" 
were the words with which Trump first broke the pause 
that succeeded the congratulations of the audience. " It 
is a well-conceived scene ; my legal brother deserves 
great credit for the exhibition. The young man's 
friends seem to be very glad to see him back from his 
voyage. If I were one of his friends, I have no doubt 
1 should be very glad to see him myself; but the 
gentlemen of the jury must be aware that all this fails 
to establish a good character for the witness, or to 
prove that he is the man he claims to be. If the court 
will allow, I should like to put a few questions to him." 

The doubt and suspicion thus suggested grated against 
the universal sympathy in a scene whose genuineness 
nobody could justly question. The judge even hesitated 
about acceding to Trump's motion, but in default of a 
positive prohibition, the lawyer commenced his cross- 
questioning. 

" How long have you been absent from the country ?" 

" Just five years." 

" And your family have heard nothing from you all 
this while ?" 

"Nothing." 

" And believed you dead P" 

" So it seems." 

" Such mysterious disappearances are very unusual, 
young man," — spoken sarcastically. 

" They are, sir, thank Heaven ! " 

" How came you to leave your home and country in 
such haste as to admit of no leave-taking or knowledge 
of your whereabouts ? In my legal experience, when 
men run away, disappear, seek to be forgotten, it is 
generally for some good reason — or some had reason 
rather." 

There was more than insinuation in Trump's tone, 
— there was insolence and menace ; his face, too, wore 
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the threatening frown which it always assumed when 
he desired to browheat a witness. 

The young man coloured, and for an instant became 
confused — precisely what the lawyer had intended. 

"Unless," he continued, improving his advantage, 
" you can account for yourself, and prove your identity 
more satisfactorily, why, the jury must take your evi- 
dence for what it is worth, and no more.'* 

George had been embarrassed at the very first words 
of the lawyer's question; but he was in no degree 
cowed. Trump had mistaken his man, and gone too 
far. As collected and as cool now as if on the deck of 
his own ship, with his clear blue eye full of honest in- 
dignation, and his lip proudly set, he turned deliberately 
away from the lawyer, and with the manly instinct of 
one who knows his own rights, appealed to thepresidbg 
judge. 

" If I understand aright, your honour, I have been 
called here to state what I know of the mode of life of 
the prisoners at the bar, and not my own experiences. 
If you command me to give an explanation of my 
motives and actions, sir, I shall do my best to obey 
orders, but otherwise I should prefer to be excused from 
answering questions which I deny any man's right 
to ask." 

A mui-miu* of approbation succeeded this assertion of 
independence. " Mr. Trump," remarked the judge in 
reply, " I think the witness justified in his objection to 
your question. After what we have heard and wit- 
nessed, any further discussion of his identity is trivial. 
If you propose to sift his private character, an oppor- 
tunity for that may arise later in the trial. For the 
present I rule that the attorney for the prosecution be 
permitted to resume his examination." 

" Though I trust I shall not be guilty of puttmg my 
questions in so offensive a form as that my legal brother 
has thought proper to employ," now remarked the 
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government attorney, '^ he has to some degree forestalled 
the very first inquiry which I proposed making. It 
has appeai-ed, in the evidence already hefore us, Captain 
Kawle, that your ship was steering considerahly off her 
course when the pii'ate hove in sight, and that in youi* 
pursuit and capture of her you expended an amount of 
time and zeal inconsistent with your interest as a ship- 
master and with that of your owners. By way of satisfy- 
ing the jury on this point, I trust you have no ohjectiou 
to furnishing such a statement of facts as will be expla- 
natory of your motive and its cause." 

" None whatever, sir." 

"Your zeal, then, in the detection and arrest of 
pirates. To what is that due ?" 

"To five years of bondage and cruelty, and hard 
labour imposed on me by men of their stamp ; to my 
knowing what it is to be my own master, and what it 
is to be a slave ; to the chains that have eaten my 
flesh to the bone" (and turning up the sleeve of a rough 
pea-jacket which he wore,' he displayed, just above his 
wrist, a ghastly groove that encircled it, the effects of 
a long corroding wound) ; " and more than this," he 
added, replacing his sleeve, and looking down upon his 
mother, with that tender, boyish smile of his, tempered 
now by the sterner sufferings of his manhood, " more 
than all to the home-sickness that has eaten into my 
heart." 

" When and where did you encounter pirates ?" 

" In the Mediterranean, on my first voyage." 

" And you were taken prisoner ?" 

" All of us, sir. I was before the mast, but that 
made no difference ; officers and men, weak and strong, 
they treated us all alike." 

" And took you to f " 

"Algiers. For three years I laboured there like 
a galley slave, a delicate lad, passenger in our ship, 
chained to my arm. We were never once separated, 
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though he sickened and came near dying. We might 
he there yet, alive or dead, hut for Decatur and the 
rest— Gk)dhle8s'em!" 

A fresh huzz of interest and enthusiasm now drco- 
lated through the court-room. There are but few 
members of a free conmaunity, however illiterate, who 
are wholly ignorant of the historical events of their own 
day. Our recent successes against the Barbary States, 
and the deliverance of the unfortunate captives^had eveiy- 
where been subjects of familiar talk and discussion, and 
an individual just rescued by our national prowess from 
the hated corsair was at once brought into personal and 
fraternal relations with every American dtizen. What 
with these facts, and the simple manliness with which 
they were narrated, there was scarcely a person pre- 
sent who would not eagerly have emulated van Hausen 
in shaking hands with Qcorge — which, at iAns msu, 
the old man came forward and did over again, with 
more heartiness, if possible, than before. 

** I think we have here a sufficient justification of the 
motive which took Captain Bawle's ship as many 
points off her course as the counsel for the accused may 
prove her to have been," remarked the attorney, with 
difficulty concealing, under a show of moderation, his 
triumph in the sensation produced by his witness. ** It 
has been reported that the principal on the indictment, 
Bullet, learned his trade among the African corsairs ; 
however this may be, his reputation as the king of 
pirates has been so long established that Captain Bawle 
owed him a very natural grudge, and could affi^rd to go 
out of his way to gratify it." 

" I owe no man a grudge," said George, promptiiy 
taking up the word in response to this insinuation. 
'' God, who has afflicted me in justice, and delivered 
me in mercy, forbid. My duty is to Him who has had 
pity on me, to the country that has rescued me, and 
to all brave tars whom I had the power, in my torn, 
to save from such a fate as mine. If there is a man 



THE DENUNCIATION. 817 

on earth who might well he believed, who has had 
cause, indeed, to act in this case from personal enmity 
and revenge, I am that man ; but I have acted from 
no such motive, no such feehng, so help me Heaven." 

There was a solemnity and fervour in this assevera- 
tion for which no one was prepared. It gave dignity 
and grandeur to what might otherwise have seemed 
merely an act of retaliation. It gave added weight, 
too, to the succeeding testimony. 

"And your owners P" continued the attorney. 
" You had their license for your attempt to suppress 
piracy f '* 

"The license was in my instructions. The court 
will not wonder that my owners fitted out the Ante- 
lope so that she could face a pirate, when I state that 
one of them, a merchant in Surinam, is father of the 
lad who was my fellow-prisoner, and who all but died 
of the hardships he had to suffer in Algiers. The vessel, 
too, which was captured, together with ourselves, was 
mostly the property of their firtn. If the owners had 
had no other reason for putting me in master of the 
Antelope^ I think it would have been enough that they 
knew if a chance came for bearing down on any crait 
that sailed under the black flag, it was a duty I'd never 
turn my back on." 

This answer was so satisfactory, the evidence on this 
point so conclusive, that the attorney now turned his 
attention to testimony that bore directly against the 
accused. It was given throughout in that graphic, 
laconic style, peculiar to men of active occupation and 
simple character; here and there a sea phrase, or a 
rustic allusion, marked the witness as a man whose 
education had been that of deep and stirring events 
and experiences, rather than of the schools of learning ; 
but so intelligent was George's narrative, so unpretend- 
ing in its conciseness, that it confirmed all the proof 
that had ^one before, and, so far as it went, carried with 
it conviction. 
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But after all, there was a deficienoy in the evidence; 
two essential links were wanting. The attorney un- 
fortunately had boasted early in the day of more than 
one point which he had no means of proving, and the 
opposing counsel did not forget to put him to the 
test. 

"Captain Rawle," said the latter, an opportunity 
being given him at last to resume his cross-questioning, 
" supposing we grant all the crimes imputed to the 
pirate Bullet by the foregoing witnesses, can you swear, 
on your own knowledge, that the prisoner at the bar 
is that man ?" 

" I can only state my belief." 

" I do not ask what you believe, but what you 

"I cannot, then.*' 

"Ah!" with an ironical emphasis; then resuming 
an interrogatory tone, " supposing it proved that the 
vessel commanded by the aforesaid Ballet was a pirate 
ship, and fitted out accordingly, can you swear that 
the vessel, whose destruction you witnessed, was his 
vessel P'* 

"I cannot." 

«Ah!" again. 

And here there was an ominous pause. A loophole 
was evidently opening, by which these dreaded criminals 
might escape after all. Everybody looked confounded. 
A deep gloom and apprehension beg^u to settle upon 
the audience. 

" Is your evidence all in ?" inquired the judge of 
the prosecuting attorney. 

The latter fumbled his papers nervously, whispered 
with his colleague, hesitated, and then said he be- 
lieved that it was. 

" And yours P" to the prisoners* counsel. 

"We have none to bring forward, your honour. 
The nature of the case forbids it to my unfortunate 
clients^ — dragged hither from a foreign clime, and com- 
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pelled to take their chance of a trial in the midst of a 
prejudiced community, and destitute of the support 
and countenance of their compatriots and friends. For- 
tunately, your honour, they require no such extraneous 
aid. The incompleteness and fallacy of the testimony 
brought forward against them is a sufficient refutation 
of the indictment. I do not need to expend much 
strength on this occasion ; the weakness of my oppo- 
nent is my guarantee, and will, I am confident, insure 
a verdict of acquittal from this intelligent jury so soon 
as I am permitted to make a fair statement of the 
case." 

These were mere words of course, but Trump's air 
of security and self-confideiice indicated a reserved 
force, by means of which, knowing his adversary's weak 
points, he would by and by effectually undermine him ; 
and when the experienced counsellor, who was to ad- 
dress the jury on behalf of the prosecution, rose to 
commence his task, if he did not tremble, everybody 
trembled for him. 

But before he had uttered a syllable, when he had 
just raised his right arm to enforce the opening phrases 
of his argument, the attorney at his side gave a start 
of surprise, and arrested the gesture of his colleague, 
as, seizing him by the arm, he exclaimed — 

" By the lord Harry, here comes Bly ! They're 
bringing him in just in time ! We're all right now !" 
and the attorney rubbed his hands, and actually 
chuckled with glee. 

It was true. Bly, too feeble to walk, was at this 
moment brought in on a straw mattress, hastily 
mounted on one of the narrow prison doors. He was 
stretched at full length, and lay so stiff and helpless 
as to prove a dead weight to his carriers. His features, 
too, were so pinched, his lips so unnaturally compressed, 
the whole face so colourless, that those who were in 
the way of his entrance moved aside with involuntary 
awe to permit the passage, as they believed, of a corpse. 



k 



320 HAUNTED HEARTS. 

Only the attorney, who had seen him look jnst so in 
the prison, could have hoped to wring living testimony 
from this human dod ; only one who was a sharer in 
the secrets of which he kept the key could have feared 
the unlocking of those lip& As it was, the attorney 
experienced an exultant thrill, while that other, who, 
from her vantage post at the front of the gallery, over- 
looked the scene that was enacting helow, felt all tlie sus- 
pense, the horror, the dread that had haunted her heart 
for years concentrated into one moment's agony. Yes, 
worse, a thousand times worse than her utmost fear 
had conjured up was this moment realized, for the 
accuser and the accused were met &ce to faca The 
grave had given up its dead ; hut what power now 
could avert the judgment) 

When suspense — ^the suspense of years — ^has culmi- 
nated ; when the crisis is reached, and the final hlow 
aimed, the soul does not at once recoil ; it stands up- 
right, it hraces itself for the charge, and meets the shock 
with the firmness that desperation gives. How Angie 
looked, or what she endured at this moment, it is not 
for you, nor me, nor herself ever to know. It is 
enough that she was neither stunned, nor crazed, nor 
stupefied ; that, noiseless, motionless, hreathless, with 
an intensity of all her powers, which crowded years of 
common life into that awful moment, she watched and 
waited for the end. 

At a sign from the attorney, George had stepped 
down from the witness-stand, and taking a position 
just opposite, stood leaning against the dock. He had 
vacated his former post to make way for the stretcher 
that bore the new witness, which was about to be de- 
posited there. Apparently he had not recognised his 
old comrade ; indeed, he had scarcely caught sight of 
him, for the porters, staggering under their load, car- 
ried him low, and bent over their burden in such a 
way as partially to conceal it. Not until Bly, relieved 
from the agony he had suffered in the process of tnms- 
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portation, opened his eyes, and rolled them wDdly 
around him, did George become transfixed by their 
stare j not until, borrowing strength from the excite- 
ment of the occasion, Bly gathered up his limbs and 
scrambled, like a &llen beast, first to his knees, and 
then, by the aid of his attendants, to his feet, did 
George -suspect his identity. But then, as the face, 
disfigured by disease, and branded by moral scars, was 
jerked impatiently from one side of the house to the 
other, and the eyes at length fastening on their object^ 
glared in his direction as if gloating on their prey, 
while a scowl of malignant determination darkened 
the face even more fearfully than before — then he 
knew him. 

Meanwhile, in a mechanical, abstracted way, Bly had 
submitted to the process of being sworn, and the court 
were prepared to listen to his testimony. 

"Well, Bly," said the prosecuting attorney, with 
dijOBculty repressing any other symptoms of his exube- 
rant gratification and triumph than were indicated by a 
diligent rubbing of his nands, and complacent nodding 
of his head, *^ I am glad to see that you have come to 
give your evidence of crimes that you know more about, 
I suspect, than any of us. Mind now, my good fellow," 
he proceeded, in a cautious, conciliatory tone, " I don't 
ask you to commit yourself any more than you can help. 
I only want you to point out your partners in any 
transaction you may have been engaged in, and to give 
a coiTect accoimt of the affair, so far as they were con- 
cerned." 

The jaws, no longer compressed by a resolution of 
silence, but rigid with suppressed passion, parted at 
this, quivered and rattled an instant, as with an ague 
fit, then, heavy with the weight of matter that strug- 
gled to find vent, came to a dead-lock. 

'^ Speak out, my man," said the watchful attorney, in 
an encouraging tone, while every ear in Uie audience 
was strained to catch words, at the mere suspicion of 

Y 



322 HAUNTED HEARTS. 

whose import the air seemed resomtnt. The wretched 
witness was such a living testimonial to crime and its 
consequences, that proof of it seemed to emanate from 
his person, and thicken the very atmosphere in which 
he stood— or hung helpless, rather — ^for he was still 
supported hy two jail officials, who propped him under 
each shoulder, and so enabled him to maintain an up- 
right posture. 

Again he attempted to give utterance to his too 
eager words. The result was a gurgle— a prolonged 
stammer — then an exultant ** Ha ! ha P which caused 
everybody to shrink and shudder, and finally, the first 
syllables having found voice and exit, a torrent of 
si)eech poured itself forth, beginning in stammers and 
liuEdf-articulate phrases, but ending in a storm of invec- 
tive and accusation which defied all leading and 
guidance on the part of the counsel for the prosecu- 
tion, as well as all interruption from his opponents. 

" A — a — a — angels, or de — e — e— vils couldn't put 
a bit in my mouth now f wa% his first coherent asser- 
tion. " They've tried it, both on 'em. Fve been led 
by the devil all my life, an' when Ole Nick, as they 
call me, turned agin such a hard master, he came iu 
sheep's clothin', an' got the upper hand o' me agin that 
way. Yes, he sent an angd (this last word was spoken 
with terrible irony) to find out the soft spot in me an' 
gull me. I believed her, the hussy, an' promised to 
keep dark, but I've found her out, an' that's why Fm 
here. There's but one man in this 'ere world that I'd 
give what's left o' my poor life to see kick the bucket, 
an' him — ^him"— here the witness might be seen to 
clinch his fist, and his voice, hitherto so choked by agi- 
tation and weakness as to be intelligible to those only 
who were in his immediate vicinity, gathered strength 
and volume — " why, I'd give my neck to the halter 
any minute if I could fust see him swung oft She 
told me he was dead already the lyin' jade ! an' so I 
held my tongue; an' would ha' let it rot there 'fore Fd 
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spoke, fur what did I care about hangin' half a dozen 
poor sailors that are no wuss an' no better than what 
I've been myseK They might ha' got off fur all me, 
an' welcome : but there's oi^e man here that it's wuth 
my while to spend my last breath in blastin*. You 
want me to pint out my partner in sin — the head of 
the bizness— do yer, sir?" (to the lawyer). "WaJ, 
then, there he stands !" and raising his linger, the 
finger of doom, a skeleton finger, like that of Death 
itself, he aimed it with the precision of fate Id the 
exact direction of the young sea-captain, who but a 
moment before had, by the manliness of his deportment 
and testimony, created such a universal predisposition 
in his favour. George stood upright and unflinching 
tis a rock, looking Bly full in the face. There was an 
instant of awful expectation. 

" Yes," continued Bly, poising his head a little on 
one side, as if better to survey his victim ; then look- 
ing around upon the audience with greedy satisfaction 
at the multitude assembled to witness his confession^ 
'' there stands the man that fust dipped my hands in 
blood, when he murdered — ^yes, he^ not / — ^for he made 
me do it — when we between us, at any rate, beat out 
the brains of poor old Baultie Rawle." 

Here his words were cut short. Bly had just boasted 
that no power, whether of angel or demon, could stay 
him now, but even he, deceived, hardened, implacable 
as he was, paused and shuddered at the cry that here 
went ringing and echoing through the house — a 
woman's cry — the short, sharp cry that comes from 
heart-strings snapped asunder. The guardian spirit 
that hears a lost soul — ^the soul it has watched, tended, 
prayed for, condemned at the final judgment— could 
not ring out a more fearful death-knell to hope than 
that human cry. At the same time two arms were 
flung convulsively in the air, in the manner of those 
who have experienced a &tal shot, and a head, still 
young, and glorious with a wealth of wavy hair, sank, 
y2 
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as if by its own weight, upon the Ineast that stdll 
heaved with the cry that had just been wrung firom it 
The ^ext instant the arms had dropped heavily, and 
the hands, just raised oovulsively towards heaven, were 
spread as a shield between a pal^ horror-stnu^ &ce, 
and a thousand eyes that were instantiy turned upon 
it — George's among the rest. 

The gapiog curiosily of the crowd was baffled by the 
natural screen which had buried the poor &ce out of 
sight But the hair from which the &ded hood had 
fadleu, the delicate outline of the hands, the figure, 
half liidden by the old blue mandarin, noue of these 
were needed to render €reorge*s recognition of Angle 
complete and instantaneous. His heart had been no 
less true in its instincts than her own. The voice that 
had been the music of his life could not be mistaken 
even in its wildest discord. He knew her before he 
looked up. 

Was it pity for himself or her which caused his eyes 
to fall as suddenly as they had been raised, and his 
back to be turned to her despair, while he once more 
faced the witness-stand ? 

Nor was the diversion given to the public eye more 
than momentary. No secondary object, however im- 
plicated in the mysteries about to be revealed, could 
rival Bly himself, on whose next words the audience 
hung breathless ; and there was no time to be wasted 
in the indulgence of idle curiosity or speculation, unless 
they would lose the thread of his testimony. The in- 
terruption had checked him for an instant only; he 
had even managed, by the rapidity with which he 
returned to the charge, to baffle Trump, who rose with 
the design of putting an injunction upon testimony 
which was evidently foreign to the indictment. He 
was aided, indeed, in this by the judge, who, perceiving 
the difficulty with which testimony could on any terms 
be extracted from a witness so diattered by disease. 
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intimated, by a wave of the hand, that he must be 
suffered to tell his stoiy in his own way. 

But there was a marked change in his voice and 
manner as he proceeded. Whether his first outburst 
of accusation had relieved his overcharged breast; 
whether he experienced an involuntary awe and terror 
at having given form and publicity to the crime that 
had secretly haunted him so long ; whether " conscience 
waked despair that slumbered/' or whether there was 
still a soft spot in his heart, which Angle's cry had 
reached, certain it is that the man, an instant before 
so eager and savage for his prey, subsided now into a 
strain more convincing and condemnatory because less 
wildly vindictiva There was even a touch of pathos 
in the retrospective protest with which he continued. 

" Yes, that was the fust ; I'd never known the taste 
o' blood then ; but fur him I never should have, to this 
day, for I hadn't a bad heart God is my witness ;" 
and here, by a sudden revulsion of feeling, the voice 
of the wretched criminal shook with the genuine 
tremblings of remorse — a remorse that threatened 
next to explode into the sobs of a penitent — " God is 
my witness that the face, the voice, the white hairs of 
that old man have haunted me night an' day ever 
since, an' driven me desp'rate. Things as bad, or wuss, 
came arterwards. I saw 'em done, i£ I didn't have a 
hand in 'em ; but nothin' like that to me, no, nothin' 
like that — stand aside, Greordie Eawle, stand aside, my 
man ; yer honest face looks too much like that o' yer 
dead uncle — it blinds my eyes" and he drew the back 
of his hand across the sunken orbs — " besides, you were 
never made to screen a villain, leastways this one !" 

Thus admonished, George stepped aside, bewildered 
by the terrible revelations of the moment^ and ten- 
derly supporting his mother, who, an instant before, 
simultaneously with Angle's cry, without warning, 
without apparent motive, had rushed towards him 
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with outspread anus^ and enfolded hiniy so fiu: as might 
be, in the miniature shelter of her embrace. 

Shelter from what ? Some phantom of her imagi- 
nation only. George was guiltless of every fault but 
that of intercepting Bly's line of vision, and, as he 
stood leaning against the dock^ partially hiding the 
true object of hia accusation. 

" That's right, Mr. George ; now I have him, £a/oe to 
face ;" and Bly, easing himself from the oblique posi- 
tion in which his head had hitherto been inclinedi 
gazed straight at the chief of the piratical gang, now 
more fully exposed to his view — " I've told the fust ; 
listen now, all on yer, while I call this man to answer 
fur some o' the other black deeds he's fathered, under 
one name or another. I don't care what high soundin' 
title he's borrerd or stolen fur this occasion, if s all the 
same whether you call him Hebrew Bullet, the Black 
Bull o' the Indies, Cap'n Josselyn of his Majesty's Eo/l 
Navy, or the very Evil One himself." 

The audacious villain, thus designated and presented 
to the audience, here rose, with as much assurance and 
complacency as a man might assume upon an honorary 
introduction to an assembly (he had been seated untU 
now, and his insignificant stature had helped to secure 
him from observation), and surveyed the jury and the 
legal circle in front of him, a supercilious expression 
curling his lip, and his figure poised with a braggart 
air. Then settling his shirt-collar (he was dressed to 
a point), and adjusting a foppish eye-glass to his eye, 
he turned himself in the dock, and looked leisurely 
around the house. 

Angie still stood in her central position, her hands 
fallen from her face, her lips parted, her eyes strained 
wide open, her features and attitude indicative of 
nothing comprehensible to the observer ; it might have 
been anguish, fear, amazement, which so disturbed and 
petrified her — it simply looked like vacancy. Recog- 
nizing her — finding in her possibly the object of his 
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search — Bullet smiled an icy smilej saluted her &mi« 
liarlj, and pressed his hand to his hearty as if in ac- 
knowledgment of her recent expression of interest in 
his fate. 

The crowd, slow to beliere in such cold*blooded 
effrontery, watched him in silence an instant^ then a 
storm of hisses burst from every lip, and the constables 
hastily interfered, compelling Bullet to reseat himself, 
and a second time proceeding to enforce order in the 
house. Probably the girl, who had been thus signalled 
out and again made conspicuous, sank down mechani* 
cally when the rest of the audience subsided into quiet. 
She had met the salutation of Bullet, and the stare of 
the multitude, with an unmoved countenance, as if 
quite unconscious of the attention which was concen- 
trated upon her; few could catch sight of her face 
after she had resumed a kneeling attitude, and the 
attention of those few was but superficial. A watchful 
eye might have discerned, however, even in the dim 
twilight, that was by this time creeping over the court* 
room, that, as she knelt there, with clasped hands and 
uplifted gaze, the stony lines on her face gradually 
melted into a rapturous and triumphant smile, her eye 
shone with an almost unearthly light, her countenance 
was like that of one transfigured. It was an ecstasy 
of joy, the reaction after despair, and scarcely less 
appalling, in view of possible consequences. But, as I 
have said, no one noticed all this, not even Hannah, 
who sat close beside her, excited, suspicious, and not a 
little wrathful at her own inability to hear and com- 
prehend what was going on, and at Angle's unaooount*- 
able behaviour and apparent indifference to her priva- 
tions. 

The shameful audacity with which Bullet had met 
the charges of Bly, displayed the more hardihood, in- 
asmuch as a few moments ago he and his comrades 
might reasonably have hoped for an acquittal^ while 
now the evidence was bearing down upon them ^^^ 
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saoh oTerwhelming force as to blanch the cheeks and 
send a quiver through the frames of his accomplices. 
For a few moments, indeed, the most sanguine of the 
indignant crowd, and especially the prosecuting at- 
torney, had reason to tremble lest the torrent of con- 
demning testimony was about to be intercepted and 
stayed, for Bly, exhausted by the y^emence with 
which he had charged home to Bullet the crime which 
lay heaviest on his own conscience, swooned, and there 
seemed, for a time, little^ hope of his revival But by 
cautious treatment and the aid of stimulants, he was 
at length so fietr restored as to be able to proceed with 
his revelations of the past. These covered a period of 
four years, dating from the time succeeding the murder 
of BaultieEawle— when, a fugitive from justice, nothing 
remained for Bly but to connect himself with Bullet's 
gang, and set sail with them, on what proved a pira- 
tical cruise— up to a period of desperate resolve, when 
weakened by disease, but maddened by tyranny, he 
had succeeded in effecting an escape from the master- 
spirit who had hitherto bound him, soul and body, to 
his iron will. 

And now the government attorney had an oppor- 
tunity, and he improved it well, of exhibiting his skill 
in managing a witness. With delicate discrimination 
and masterly tactics he so controlled and led the erratic 
mind of Bly as to keep him within the bounds of legal 
decorum, limit his confessions to the charges contained 
in the indictment, and more than all, evade €he inter- 
ruptions and escape the legal injunctions of Trump, 
who spared no effort to frighten, bully, or confuse the 
witness, whose every word was as a thread in the rope 
that was to prove a fatal noose to his clients. 

Thus guided and guarded, Bly gave his testimony 
with less spirit and originality than at the commence- 
ment of the examination, when his precarious condi- 
tion and over-mastering excitement either plead his 
excuse or claimed the indulgence of the court Thus 
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detailed and sifted, however, his confessions proved 
enough, and far more than enough, to implicate all the 
prisoners at the bar, and especially their leader, in 
every charge set forth in the indictment ; the crimes 
imputed to them by the consul and supercargo were 
established beyond question, and their identity, and 
that of their ship, so certified to, that the nature and 
unanimity of the verdict was placed beyond question. 

Once only did £ly escape the watchfulness of his 
guardians, and, bursting all legal bounds, strike boldly 
at the doors, so long shut upon that crime, which 
evidently lay nearest his conscience. 

His attention, for sonie time distracted from the 
matter in hand, had at length become fixed on a 
cringing figure which, creeping nearer and nearer to 
the witness-stand, stood at last with neck bent forward 
and head a little inclined, greedily and yet cautiously 
drinking in the evidence. "I see yer — ^yer old wolf!" 
howled £ly at last, shaking his head at this individual, 
with a singular gesture of recognition. " How comes 
on that tavern o' youm where all the mischief in the 
Jarseys is hatched 1 — and where's your ugly cub, that 
drunken Pete, that was the go-between in the pooty 
piece o' business IVe jest blown on 1 Why ain't he 
here to help me out with my story 1 What did he say 
when he heerd the end his old uncle had come ter — 
hehl" 

All eyes followed the direction of Bly's, but to no 
purpose, for by this time the wretched father had 
slunk away, and hid his tell-tale face in the human 
thicket of the crowd. 

Then, with a grin of satis&ction at the effect of his 
inuendoes, Bly submitted to a reprimand from the 
court, and proceeded with the revolting task, not yet 
completed, of perfecting his development of crime. 

The short winter's day had drawn to a close before 
the evidence was all in. The lamps that were lighted 
for the benefit of those immediately engaged usl 1\v^ 
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trial cast but a feeble ligbt around one end of the 
coart-room and left the remainder in deep gloom. The 
gathering shades of night seemed to foreshadow the 
darkness of death which was dosing in upon the 
prisoners. As Bly was removed from the witness^ 
stand a pause succeeded : the hush that hung over the 
assembly was ominous. It was in itself a verdict. 

It was now the duty of the senior counsel for the 
prosecution to address the jury. He claimed their 
attention, however, for a few moments only ; his ad^ 
vantage in the case was too palpable, too solemn to 
gain anything from oratoiy, and he prudently waived 
any other argument than that of the facts to which 
they had just listened. Trump was almost imme« 
diately, therefore, called to his task of arguing the 
defence — so hopeless a task, so impossible a defence, 
that it would surely have been stigmati2sed in the 
annals of the bar as *^ Trump's great failure," but that 
he wisely imitated the example of his opponent, and 
after a brief harangue to the jury, couched in vague 
terms of compliment and caution, left his cause, as he 
said, "to the decision of a body of his fellow-citizens, 
in whose unbiassed judgment he was no less willing 
than his learned brother to confide." 

Thereupon the judge briefly but gravely summed- 
up the evidence. The jury, without leaving their 
seats, pronounced the anticipated verdict — " Guilty." 
The prisoners were then remanded to jail, with orders 
to appear the following morning to receive their 
sentence — and the court adjourned. 

One act of brutality was yet wanting to fill up the 
measure of Bullet's crimes. As they conducted him 
back to piison, and when just outside the court-room 
door the excited throng was pressing hotly on his 
path, a woman, one who had all day been flitting like 
a phantom around and within the court-room, an 
emaciated, haggard woman, the veriest outcast of the 
crowd, pierced by frantic efiforts to the front| and 
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moved by the power of a love stronger than death, 
stronger than sin, of which death is but the offspring, 
tried to fling herself upon his breast. But he drew 
back with a motion of disgust and scorn which baffled 
her intention. With imploring gesture she now held 
up to his gazer a child which hung wilting at her 
breast — a child some four years old perhaps — an in&nt 
in size, though with the withered face of age ; a 
wretched thing, perishing inch by inch of privation 
and disease, but with eyes the very image of his on 
whom they were fastened in mournful appeal, wine- 
coloured, blood-tinted eyes, awful in their piteous 
glare. With a fiendish laugh of recognition and 
mockery, the cruel father hissed blasting words at the 
child — words at which the woman stood rooted and 
aghast. And then, because she so stood an obstacle in 
his path, and even the constables appalled and con- 
founded, forbore to remove her, he raised his foot (his 
hands it will be remembered were shackled by hand- 
cuffs), and — the indignant crowd gave a simultaneous 
yell of expostulation — ^but he did it — he kicked her ! 
The sharp edge of his polished boot inflicted only a 
slight grazing wound, but it was a deeper pain than 
that which drew from her stung heart a piercing cry, 
and caused her to clutch the child closer to her bosom, 
as if it too had shared the blow. The cry of the 
down-trodden creature was lost in that of the outraged 
crowd, whom it by this time required the whole of 
the constabulary force that constituted the escort to 
restrain from violently taking the law into their 
own hands; and while the tumult was at its height, 
the figures of mother and child, wasted shadows that 
they were, melted into the throng and were lost — 
more hopelessly lost even than before. 

** Doubtless," said the Morning Chronicle of the next 
day, in reference to the circumstances above related, 
<' this poor abandoned creature was the same woman 
whose cry of anguish interrupted the proceedings at 
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the trial, and thrilled the heart of every listener. We 
are also informed," added the Ch/ronidey ''that the 
attorney for the prosecution ascribes, to the agency of 
this woman some tampering with one of his principal 
witnesses, upon whom she succeeded in imposing a 
TOW of silence, which, had it been persevered in, 
would materially have thwarted the ends of justice. 
How or when this poor wanderer, generally known as 
Mad Moll, contrived to obtain communication with, 
the witness, himself a prisoner, no one can conjecture ; 
but what will not the insane devotion of woman 
often attempt and accomplish for the sake of the 
wretch who has betrayed her to her ruin?" 

The reporter for the Chronicle was but a superficial 
observer of the minor features of the trial. So it 
must be confessed was the attorney, who, preoccupied 
with his own arduous duties, failed to observe that 
the female, whose cry of distress in the Court-room 
attracted his eye for an instant only, was identical 
with the girl whom he had seen^ or more probably 
overlooked, in the jail. 

It was a reasonable mystery, a natural complication, 
which thus confounded Angle with Polly Stein, or 
rather left the former out of the case altogether, 
except in the minds of the parties immediately con- 
cerned. 

For who could have dreamed that the one tragedy, 
which was the foremost topic of the day, had involved 
within it experiences scarcely less deep, real^ and far- 
reaching in their significance, or that the unravelling 
of one thread of destiny had released another from 
its strange entanglement ? 



SUPPER AT THE PIPE AND BOWL. 333 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

SUPPER AT THE PIPE AND BOWL. 

The crowd had poured out of the City Hall, the 
tramp of feet and the echo of voices had died away, a 
solitary figure was moving about the court-room 
putting out the lamps, and dust and smoke, added to 
darkness, obscured the atmosphere, when two men 
groped their way up the staircase leading to the 
gallery, and the next moment a hand was laid on 
Hannah's Bawle's shoulder, and a strong Woice, so 
shaken with emotion as to be subdued and husky, 
exclaimed, " Aunt Hannah ! " 

" Lud a massy ! Geordie, is that you 1 " cried the old 
woman. *' Give me your hand, my boy. I can't hear 
yer, nor see yer, nor git my wits together to make out 
what all this means, — ^'tis you, ain't it 1 " she added, as 
George shook hands with her heartily, and supporting 
her under one elbow, assisted her efforts to rise. 
^* That's right, help me up ! I'm een-a-most cramped 
to death in this place, an' I can't git out nuther, — 
Angle, wont stir. Start along, child! it's Georgia 
come to look us up, an' Dick, — that's my brother 
Dick with yer, ain't it 1 Patience alive ! she wont 
budge, — I've been a shakin' an' pushin' of her till Pm 
tired ! " — and here one could just see, in the dim 
light, that Hannah gave Angle a final pull and nudge, 
and that both were wholly without effect upon tiie 
motionless object that intercepted her exit from the 
narrow quarters in which she had been imprisoned 
ever since morning. 

An exclamation of anxiety burst from George ; he 
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was already bending down to get a closer view of the 
inanimate figure at his feet. 

" Don't ! take care ! let me T he exclaimed, barring 
further action on Hannah's part by an arm that met 
hers just as it was impatiently advanced for another 
thrust. 

" Fust, as crazy as a loon, and then, jest dumb- 
founded ? that's been the way she's gone on, an' not a 
word have I been able to get out of her. Why, I 
don't know a thing that's been a happenin' the whole o' 
this blessed day, except what I've seen with my own 
eyes!" cried Hannah, angrily. "Law, Oeordie, to 
think you ain't dead nor nothin' arter all !" she 
continued, in quite a contrary tone, '*an yon look 
better 'n ever you did in yer life. I knew yer the 
fust minute, — 1 should ha' known yer in Jericho. 
Fur massy's sake, where did yer come from? Wal, 
now," resuming her former bitterness of tone, as she 
observed how wholly Georgie's attention was dis- 
tracted from her, "what's to pay wi' that gal, I 
wonder T 

"Angle!" George was saying in the cautions tone 
in which he might have addressed a sleeper, whom he 
was hesitating whether or not to wake. 

No answer. « 

" Angle I" again, — this time in an earnest, anxious 
voice. 

Still no answer. 

Then he attempted to raise her, at first awkwardly 
and with diffidence, but finding that her form was 
rigid, and that she made no resistance^ he caught her 
up in his strong arms as easily and firmly as if she had 
been an infant, turned, and without a word to his 
companions, hastened with her up the steps of the gal- 
lery and down the staircase. Only his own heart 
could hear him mutter, " Good God ! 'twas more than 
she could bear. She's dead, and I've done it f 
Van Hansen drew back to let them pass; Ha was 
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not much concerned for Angia He was only wonder- 
ing at George's care for her. •' If I was in his place 
now,** he was saying to himself, "Td leave her fur 
Bomebodj else to look arter, if she tjoas in a dead 
fidnt. Sarves her right to see the infamel scamp 
sent to the gallers where he belongs! So much for 
jiltin' an honest feller for the sake o* sich varmin (for 
Van Hansen, as well as George, had mistaken the true 
cause of Angie's emotion). ''Bat the Lord has 
righted both on 'em/' muttered the old man, — " given 
back our own boy to be the joy of our old age, an' 
given the devil his due inter the bargain. We didn't 
come here for nothin' did we, old ooman?" he con- 
tinued in a congratulatory tone to Hannah, who had 
by this time mounted the steps unassisted, and who, 
under Yan Hansen's guidance, was now following in 
the footsteps of her nephew, but at a considerable 
distance, for George, without waiting for his com- 
panions, had already gained the outer door of the 
building, just within which he had left his mother 
under the charge of the ubiquitous constable. He 
did not pause even to respond to the anxious expres- 
sion of Margery's face, or to the constable's blunt 
inquiries and officious readiness to relieve him of at 
least a share of his burden ; he merely signed to the 
latter to open the door for him, beckoned to his 
mother to follow, and, without checking his pace, 
hastened down the steps, across the Park, and into 
a narrow side street, Margery literally trotting at his 
elbow, — for so only could she keep up with him, — 
and consequently too breathless to utter either a 
question or a remonstrance. Fortunately Van 
Hansen and George had already agreed upon the 
tavern where Dick had left his horse as the 
rendezvous for their party. So he and Hannah 
were able to pursue their course and their dialogue 
at leisure. 
The first contact with the fresh air brought relief 
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to GeoTge^B fears, for it sent a oonvulsive sh 
through Angle's frame, which was succeeded 
similar spasms, recurring at intervals, and indica 
that life still flowed in a full tide — a tide interru] 
in its ordinary channels, out of course and threa 
ing, but less to be dreaded than the deathly toi 
which seemed to have settled upon her. Eac] 
theses thrills, electric in its effect, sent a quive 
joy and thankfulness through George's heart, 
almost unmanned him, too, so that he no loi 
carried Angie lightly and easily, but trembled 
neath her weight. Doubtless rapid motion and f 
air were as wholesome remedies as could have I 
employed in her case, for soon she gasped, her bi 
heaved with one short convulsive breath, and 
opened her eyes — glassy, unnatural eyes — w 
stared unmeaningly up at George, who, for the 
time checking his pace, was pausing an instan 
a street comer, partly to make sure of his cot 
partly to get one look at her by aid of the light 
here gb'mmered feebly from a lamp-post 

" Angie, don't you know me 1 " he now cried, 
passionate vehemence, for he was frightened 
wild expression of her eyes. 

At this she laughed full in his face, and b 
fellow, who had never heard such a laugh 
stood aghast, with an anguish and despair 
on his features which all his years of martyr 
never once reflected there. " Worse than de 
mad ! " was his thought, " and I've done 
was a wonder that he did not drop her 
side-walk, so terribly did he recoil from w* 
to be bis work. But after the first sh 
what, in his self-respect and reverence 
had not dared to do before, he clasped 
to his heart — ^his generous heart, which 
its ruin what had repulsed him in it 
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loyal heart, which vowed fresh allegiance to its shat- 
tered idol — ^and ran on faster than before. 

" What's all this ! what's all this ! somebody sick, 
or somebody froze, or what !" cried the stout land« 
lady of the " Pipe and Bowl," as George, with Angie 
in his arms, dashed unceremoniously into her kitchen. 
George's reply consisted in depositing Angie in a 
straight-backed chair, in front of a magnificent fire of 
hickory logs, and then glancing from her to the land- 
lady with a face of hopeless dismay. 

" That's no way !" exclaimed the good woman, thus 
appealed to ; "If she's froze, take her as far as you 
can from the fire; if she's faint, lay her flat, — or 
here, put her on my bed and I'll soon bring her to,'' 
— and the landlady, drawing aside the heavy Kille- 
minster curtains of an old-fashioned Dutch bedstead, 
that stood in one corner of her kitchen, gave a notable 
slap to the patch-work quilt, and another to the 
checked pillow-case, which seemed to say, " Put her 
right down here, and so, young man, and then III 
see to her." 

It was done ; and with the same readiness and zeal 
with which she would have plucked a chicken, the 
landlady untied the hood which hung to the back of 
Angie's neck, unfastened and removed her mandarin, 
and commenced an energetic rubbing of her hands 
and wrists. Angie, meanwhile, had manifested no 
other symptom of life than an occasional heaving 
of the chest, and a sound, something between 
a breath and a sob. Under the landlady's treat- 
ment she further revived, and there was an 
immediate recurrence of the symptoms which 
had so alarmed George, — especially the maniacal 
laugh. 

He groaned. " O, you hush ! " interposed the 
landlady, authoiitatively. " Didn't you ever see any- 
body this way afore? I have, a dozen times.'' 
z 



^ 
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^< Have you 9 *' ezdaimed George, looking greatly 
relieved, though still anxious and woebegone. 

Margery had by this fcime arrived, panting. She 
had £a.llen off a little in her pace at the last, but was 
near enough to catch George's signal to her as he 
darted through the tavern door. She had hardly 
entered the room before she, too, became the sub* 
ject of the landlady's remonstrances. Squeezed into 
a little comer at the head of the bed, she was 
hovering over the patient, patting her cheek, and 
uttering low consolatory syllables, intensely sympa- 
thetic in their tone, and of course the worst pos- 
sible thing in the world for the already over-excited 
girl. 

"Come, now. Goody," said the landlady, "don't 
you see you're only makin' matters worse 1 Her 
narves are all unstrung ; a stranger^U manage with 
her better'n her own folks ; you go way out o' sight," 
to Margery ; " and you too," to George ; and having 
waved them both away, she proceeded to rub Angie's 
hands and feet, chafe her temples, and otherwise 
endeavour to restore a natural circulation to her 
system. Convulsive spasms still continued to agitate 
the poor girFs frame, however, and now a sob, now a 
laugh, and now a combination of both, to escape from 
her, in spite of the landlady's labours and her own 
efforts at self-mastery, when a better physician and a 
stronger will came to their aid in the form of 
Hannah, who had by this time appeared upon the 
scene. Her stem remonstrance, her arbitrary com- 
mand, had for years been the familiar antidote to 
every mental and bodily weakness in' the household 
where she bore sway ; and her " Hush, now ! be 
still, child ! ain't you ashamed of yourself? Either 
laugh or cry, an' be done with it I " served at 
once to infuse tone and vigour into the muscles 
and nerves enfeebled or paralysed by saaceBUve 
shocks. 
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It seemed for a few moments as if th6 poof girl 
'would strangle in the efforts she made to control the 
spasms, but she did control thenu She looked up 
gratefully at the kind landlady who was sprinkling 
water in her face, and instinctively dUng to her hand. 
Hannah, satisfied with the wholesome efibct of her 
reprimand, retired to the other end of the room and 
stood gaziug into the fire ; Van Hansen, meanwhile, 
had beckoned to George from the door-way, and the 
two had gone off together; Margery, silent, patient, 
humble as ever, in spite of the joy and deliverance 
wrought out for her this way, sat in the comer to 
which the landlady had motioned her when she banished 
her from Angle's bedside. The stillness of the room 
(for except that her breath came quick and hard, 
Augie was quiet now), the warmth, the cheerfal, 
flickering blaze of the fire, the recollections of the past, 
the revelations of the present, all were telliilg uj^on 
Hannah with subduing effect* 8he was in need of 
gentle, genial influences, for there was war and con^ 
tradiction in her heart — a heart that had been seared 
and hardened by the strife of human passions and the 
thirst of blood for blood. That thirst waa past, that 
glut satisfied, for during the walk to the tavern she 
had learned from her brother the developments and 
result of the trial which she had witnessed, but had 
been far from comprehending. Stem triumph had 
shone in her eyes as she entered the cavem-^HUl tm- 
qualified triumph, that could not endure the display 
of any less exultant emotion, as was witnessed in her 
rebuke to Augie's weakness and prostration of nerve. 
But, as she stood now in the stillness, watching the 
flames curl round the logs, something mudt have stolen 
into her soul and modified its vindictive exultation, 
for the dry light in her eye gradually became moist, 
the unnatural strength in her limbs slackened; she 
looked around in search of a chair that stood behind 
her, sank into it^ suffered her head to dT«K>\( i«if«%3^ 
z2 
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until her chin rested on her hands, and more than once 
drew the worsted mitten, that trophy and pledge of 
the past, from her pocket, gazed at it thoughtfully 
and replaced it meditatively. 

Perhaps, as she pondered the events of the day, she 
was reflecting how little part she herself had borne in 
them; she, a deaf old woman, who could not even hear 
the evidence to which strangers' ears were privy. 
And her cherished bit of proof, to which she had clung 
with such faith and hope, of what value had it been 
after all ? Even now, the chief agent in planning her 
husband's murder was to die in expiation of other crimes 
committed against high heaven, not in revenge for her 
wrong ; and the wretched man that had dealt the 
fatal blow was a destined victim of disease, not of the 
scaffold. Humbling thoughts these. 

And how different an instrument Providence had 
ch6sen for the accomplishment of his retribution from 
any that her forethought or wisdom could have con- 
ceived ! Perhaps, as her mind returned from groping 
among the mysteries of crime and its judgments to 
dwell upon George's unlocked for return, and the 
signal part he had played in the arrest and conviction 
of the villain who had plotted his uncle's murder, her 
hard, vindictive heart was awed and melted before the 
power and love of Him whose justice had thus walked 
hand in hand with His mercy. 

Some such humiliating, subduing influences must 
have proved the result and crisis of her meditation, for 
turning herself at length in Margery's direction, and 
hitching her own chair a little to one side, she ex- 
claimed, sympathetically, "Don't set off there shiverin', 
Margery j draw up, woman. I'm keepin' the tire off 
of yer !" and when Margeiy, like one roused from some 
dream or trance, had obeyed the invitation, and the 
two old women were ranged side by side in front of 
the blazing logs, Hannah still further evidenced her 
sympathy and congratulation by laying her hand ex- 
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pressively on Margery^s knee — not an empty hand, for 
it held an open snuffbox. Margery gratefnlly accepted 
this little attention. 

" So youVe gob yer boy back, Margery," said Han- 
nah, as she herself took a pinch also. 

Margery nodded and snuffed in silent assent. 

" The Lord's been very marciful to yer this day — to 
us alV — continued Hannah, after a pause. Again 
Margery assented by a motion of the head — a reveren- 
tial motion — ^more significant than words could have 
been, even if Hannah had had ears for the latter. 

" Blessed be his name !'' said Hannah. 

And Margery, by a gesture, said " Amen." 

"She's asleep, ain't sheT now asked Hannah, 
checking the landlady who was crossing the room on 
tiptoe, and pointing to the bed where Angle lay, with 
closed eyes, and hands devoutly clasped upon her 
breast. 

The landlady gave an affirmative nod, and glanced 
at her patient with an air of satisfaction. 

" I'm glad on't ; it's the best thing in the world fur 
her. Poor gal ! she ain't one o' the kind that breaks 
down fur nothin'. But she's had a hard time on't to- 
day ; we have all on us." 

The landlady, all curiosity, was eager to hear more, 
to listen, indeed, to a detailed account of her guests 
experiences, but Hannah, even in ordinary matters, 
was no gossip, and the landlady, disconcerted by the 
reserve and the deafness of the old woman, was obliged 
to content herself with the assurance that they had 
been in court all day, had eaten nothing since morning, 
and hoped she would give them something comfortable 
for supper. 

This latter hint, a most acceptable one to the land- 
lady, gave an instant diversion to her faculties, both 
bodily and mental. The " Pipe and Bowl," a genuine 
Dutch tavern, which had attained to the height of its 
reputation^ in the old colonial days^ had long since 
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been laperaeded by aiatelier pkoes of entertainment, 
high briok structures, in some iustanees, foreshadowing 
our modem hotels. On market-days the <* Pipe and 
Bowl" was still much frequented by rustic customers, 
and it was seldom that its early dinner was not at- 
tended hy a few Dutch formers or tradesfolk, who 
flattered the landlady, and kept alive the reputation 
of her modest inn by their encomiums of her sour- 
krout and hogshead cheese ; but the '<Pipe and Bowl" 
had for the most part degenerated into a oouTenient 
tap-room and eating-house, and it was seldom that a 
party of guests, a private party, females included, 
called for a meal there after sundown. So Hannah's 
hint at once suggested the swinging of the tea-kettle 
across the crane and adjustiag it over the blaze, and 
an examination and stirring of the contents of a huge 
pot already boiling alongside, the setting out of an 
oaken table, and various rummagings in press and 
pantry. 

*' For massy's sake, Margery," exclaimed Hannah, 
abruptly, while the landlady was absent from the 
kitchen on one of these hospitable errands, "while 
she's out tell me how yer come here. We left yer at 
home this mornin', an', I vum, I believe you rode to 
York on a broomstick. 'Twouldn't be a bit stranger 
than the way I saw yer brought inter the court- 
house.'' 

Maigery told her story in her own way, or rather 
in the only way that it could be made intelligible to 
Hannah — that is, by signs, hints, and broken phrases, 
which together furnished an outline of her adventures; 
but fbr the reader's convenience, I will tell it in a 
more connected manner. 

An embargo being put upon Captain Rawle's liberty 
from the first moment of his arrival in port, in conse- 
quence of his detention as a witness, he had lost no 
time in despatching a message of report and inquiry 
to his home at Stein's Plains* A couple of his sailors^ 



SUPPER AT THE PIPB AND BOWL. S48 

with sailors* alacrity to improve tlie •earliest oppor- 
tunity for an excursion by land, and with* the eager- 
ness which hands, educated only fof pulling ropes, 
always manifest to grasp the reins, were only too eager 
for a sleighing frolic. Starting early in the morning, 
and comparatively sober, these jolly tars had long 
before noon reported to the astonished ears of Margery 
the intelligence they were sent to convey — viz., the 
safety of her son, his arrival in port, his unlucky de- 
tention by legal authorities. The poor mother, less 
elated at his seeming resurrection from the dead than 
horror-struck at learning that he was already in the 
clutches of the law, had bul one question to ask^ 
" Where is he ? Where is my boy ]" and but one en- 
treaty, which she poured out almost on her knees, " O, 
take me to him, good sailors ! For the love of Heaven, 
take me to my boy !'' The good-hearted fellows, by 
this time glowing with a glass of grog they had each 
drunk at Stein's, where they had stopped to inquire the 
way, were ripe for executing the will of the first appli- 
cant 3 moreover, did a sailor ever turn a deaf ear to a 
woman's prayer — a mother's 1 She started (poor, mad 
Margery — for fear had by this time unsettled her 
faculties), most imperfectly protected against the 
weather, but they wrapped her up warm in the buffalo 
robes, for which they had not before quite discovered 
a use ; and in spite of their recklessness and continual 
mistakes concerning the route, their frequently stopping 
to procure drink, which once or twice they, with the 
best intentions in the world, insisted upon the old 
woman's sharing, and above all, their many hairbreadth 
escapes from sudden upset and utter demolition, they 
reached the city in safety, drove with an air of autho- 
rity to the very door of the City Hall, where they 
understood the trial was going forward, and mounting 
the old woman upon their shoulders, bore her trium- 
phantly through the crowd, and deposited her^ as we 
have seen^ in the very arms of her son. 
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"What are you about, my dearie T questioned the 
landlady, as, coming back when her other labours were 
completed, to look after her charge, she found Angie 
awake and making an effort to rise. 

" Tm better now," said Angie, in the feeble, tremu- 
lous tone of one greatly exhausted. " I don't think 
it'll come again. V\l get up now." 

" You've been asleep, dearie, and you're a sight the 
better for't, I daresay ; but I wouldn't stir yet. Lie 
still awhile, till you feel stronger." 

" No ; I'll sit up now," persisted Angie, with quiet 
decision ; and sliding off from the high bed, she took a 
step forward, but she had over-calculated her strength ; 
she staggered, and would have fallen, but her watchful 
nurse caught her and supported her to a seat. 

" She's dizzy with just waking up, that's all," com- 
mented the landlady, in a side tone, intended for 
Hannah and Margery. 

Angie sank into the first chair that offered itself, 
with a faint smile, which seemed to say, "O, Fm 
better; I shall do very well now." The smile was 
meant for Margery, who had crept to her side, and was 
gazing down upon her with a glance full of tender 
meaning. The old and the young hands, too, that had 
met so often and so stealthily in mutual terror, sym- 
pathy, and dread, were secretly clasped once more — 
this time in unspeakable joy. 

Angie, though she did not think it worth while to 
contradict the landlady's assertion, had not been asleep, 
nor, since she was first revived by the open air of the 
street, wholly imconscious, though utterly unable to 
control the purely physical effects of the terrible ex- 
citement she had undergone. For the last half-hour 
she had lain in that repose of utter exhaustion which 
resembles sleep, and is scarcely less refreshing. 

The landlady, observing the hissing and sputtering 
of her tea-kettle, bustled off, as she said, " to set the 
tea to steepin' for the common good.'' Angie, her face 
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wan and colourless, and rendered more so, apparently, 

by the background of dark, rippling hair, which had 

been pushed back in ^ heavy mass from her forehead 

to relieve her throbbing temples, sat with her hand 

riveted to that of Margery, and her head almost 

resting on the shoulder of the old woman, who was 

bending fondly over her, for the first time in their 

mutual experience, the least helpless of the two, when 

- -'unlour close by, which led directly from the kitchen to 

>i, H?*^ stable-yard, opened, and Van Hansen, followed by 

"^-Sforge, entered abruptly. 

The former, without looking to right or left, walked 
directly to the fireplace, and taking the chair which 
Margery had vacated, gave a complacent glance at the 
preparations for supper which were going forward 
there. The latter, equally fixed in his purpose, saw 
nothing but Angle's pale face ; and stepping cautiously 
up behind his mother, whispered eagerly, as he laid a 
hand on Margery's shoulder, " She's better, isn't she 1 
She's got over it ? — thank heaven !" 

Angle started at hearing his voice so near her; so 
did Margery. The former lifted up her drooping 
head ; instinctively, they both unclaspe.l the tightly- 
locked hands, as if he could detect all — all that was 
understood between them in that clasp. That was 
impossible. How could he conceive of the nature and 
extent of the unspoken confidence that had existed 
between these two for years — the terrible dread, the 
njighty deliverance? All that he saw — and they did 
not disengage themselves from each other so quickly 
but that he did see that — was the evidence of a love 
as tender and instinctive as that of a mother and 
child. 

" Yes, George, I'm — I'm — ^you " the effort was 

too much for Angle; her lip quivered; he started 
forward, and was about to snatch the hand his mother 
had relinquished, when something came between him 
and his intention. 
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It was only a eitp of tea in the hand of the landlady 
— ^not an insuperable obstacle, certainly, but the ex- 
hortation which accompanied it proved so. 

<*Let her alone now, sweetheart f' exclaimed the 
landlady, inserting her buxom person between them. 
** Don't you say a word to her till she's had something 
to stay her stomach ; and the good woman, who was 
possessed with the idea that a misunderstanding with 
the young man, and nothing else, had been the cause 
of the young woman's distress, still further balked his 
intention by the threatening whisper with which she 
added, "If you speak one word now, you'll bring 
another attack o' the spasms on her, as sure as the 
world! Your supper's on the table; you must be 
mighty hungry, all of you, so you set to while I get 
somethin* warm into her." 

George, thus frustrated and overborne, was com* 
polled to beat an awkward retreat. A wistful look on 
his part, a timid one on Angle's, were stolen rather 
than exchanged ; and thus, after five years of separa- 
tion, and all the misery that had intervened, this, 
their first broken interview, ended in mutual disap- 
pointment, embarrassment, and constraint. 

There was a marked contrast in the appetites of the 
parties who sat down to the landlady's bountiful 
supper. Van Hansen ate voraciously; the exciting 
events of the day had but served to whet his gastro- 
nomic powers. Hannah, whose still sturdy frame 
demanded regular nourishment, and whose bodily and 
mental constitution were of that tough fibre which 
no accidents of fate or fortune could disturb in the 
exercise of their natural functions, "set to," as the 
landlady had recommended, and seemed in a fair way 
to compensate herself for her long fast. But Margery 
did no such justice to the hospitalities of the " Pipe 
and Bowl." It was sustenance enough for the mother, 
soul and body, that her eyes were feasting on her son; 
and Oeorge, wlaetloLe^t ebited by the fulfilment of his 
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heart's best prophecies^ or agitated by something 
worse than its fears; whether satiated already with 
good cheer, and inwardly saying grace, or choked with 
a similar emotion to that which made Angie, sitting 
in her dark comer, discourage the good landlady's 
attempts to put a little life into her in the form of 
poached eggs and mutton broth, was, at all events, 
unsuccessfdl in his attempts to even feign an appetite. 
At last, suddenly pushing back his plate, and starting 
up, he exclaimed, in reply to the questioniug looks of 
his companions, espeeiidly of Van Hausen, who was as 
yet but half-satisfied, " Keep on eating, uncle Dick" 
(so he had called him from a boy); *'Tm only going 
to see if your horse has finished his oats; because, if 
be has, I may as well help that little shayer in the 
stable about harnessing.-' 

The supper-table was pushed back against the wall, 
and the two old women, with their cloaks on — 
Margery with a thick one of the landlady's outside 
her own — were getting a last warming in front of the 
fire, when George and Van Hausen, who had joined 
him at the stable, drove to the front door of the 
tavern in the pung. 

Angle, who had caught the familiar sound of the 
bells, was standing with her &oe to the wall, hurriedly 
clasping the hooks and eyes of her mandarin, when a 
voice close to her ear said, in tones of fraternal tender- 
ness, "Angle, don't go home to-night; it isn't prudent. 
Stay here; uncle Dick '11 come for you to-morrow; 
or" (hesitating) " I wilL** 

"O no, George," she answered, in a tremulous, 
imploring voice, giving one grateful look up at him ; 
then, hiding her face beneath her hood, which she 
snatched up, put on, and tied with nervous haste, thus 
protesting, by deed as well as by word, against being 
left behind. 

*<But it's very cold," persisted George, still in a 
diflsuasive tone. 
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"No matter; I'm quite well now. I miist go— = 
that is"* — ^faltering at this new thought, and humbly 
qualifying her former earnestness — '' unless there isn't 
room." 

" Plenty of room ; if not, you don't suppose I'd take 
your placer answered George. "You'll ride all 
the warmer you three, on one seat, in that wide 
pung ! only it's such a frosty night, I'm a&aid ^" 

" O no, if that's all," answered Angie,^ interrupting, 
but not looking him in the face, looking everywhere 
else in her nervousness and agitation — " that, that's 
nothing." 

Van Hausen had already marshalled out his sister 
and Margery ; and Angie, with a step tottering less 
from weakness than from the effect of her first inter- 
change of words with George, and her fear lest his pro- 
position might be carried into effect, made a hasty 
movement to follow them. 

George having thus proved her resolve, however, 
gave her no further opportunity to test her strength. 
More rapid and decisive in his movements than herself, 
he, without permission or the form of an apology, 
wrapped a warm overcoat of his own around her 
shoulders as an additional protection from the weather, 
lifted her in his arms, and without suffering her feet to 
touch the snow-covered side-walk, without even giving 
her a chance to say good-night to the landlady, who 
was shivering in the doorway, as she waited there to 
see them off, deposited her in the vacant space left for 
her on the back seat of the pung. He then sprang up 
himself beside Yan Hausen, the latter gave an im- 
patient chirrup to his horse, and they were oft. 

It was a long drive for a cold night, but it was 
accomplished in safety, almost in silence. An occa- 
sional inquiiy from George concerning the welfare of 
the females of the party, and Yan Hansen's gruff " go 
long" to the horse, alone disturbed the meditations of 
the travellers, whom the events of the day had fnr- 
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nished with ample food for thought, if they could think 
in spite of tingling ears and noses, frozen breath, and 
feet which, in the case of the two old women at least, 
were almost benumbed with the cold before they 
reached their destination, in spite of the bricks with 
which Hannah had been provided in the morning, 
freshly heated for present use, and such other old- 
fashioned precautions as had been devised for their 
comfort by the considerate landlady of the '' Pipe and 
Bowl." Lights were still burning in most of the farm- 
houses when they reached Stein's Plains, sending out 
little gleams of radiance to greet the ^ve years' wan- 
derer, who saw in them each a welcome home, and 
whose heart, loyal to all its early loves, glowed and 
throbbed with inward fires that, like the household 
lamps, burned the brighter for the wintry frosts 
outside. 

There was no light, no fire in the cottage on the 
cross-road to which the travellers were bound ; and 
the snow, with which the wind had toyed all day, lay 
in a huge oblique drift across the threshold, to which 
no path was visible. But what of that 1 George's 
strong arms were ready to carry first his mother, then 
Angle, then his aunt Hannah even, through the snow, 
and deposit them dry-shod within doors, and this in 
spite of Hannah Bawle's obstinate resistance, which 
ended in an almost boisterous struggle between her 
and her nephew, a genuine burst of laughter on his 
part and on hers, as he set her down in the doorway, 
the indignant protest, " Do yer think I mind a little 
flurry o' snow, or that I've lost the use o' my limbs, 
yer sarcy feller V 

And George remembered just where to put his hand 
on the mantelshelf to find the tinder-box and flint-^ 
he knew where the lamps were kept, and he had not 
forgotten the way to the wood-pile. Before Van 
Hansen could turn and drive off there was a light 
streaming from the cottage window to guide him dj^H(\^ 
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the road, and before the edio of his sleigh-bells had 
died away, there was a bright fire blajong in the 
kitchen chimney, and the family circle were drawn 
up around it. Not to linger long, howeyer, for 
Hannah, tired herself, perhaps pitying Margery's 
exhaustion — ^for Margery, the weaker of the two, 
oould by this time scarcely hold up her head for 
weariness — sent Angle to bed with the curt, yet 
well-meant assertion^ '' That's the best place for you, 
child f and when Angle had gone, resisted all George's 
entreaties for one minute's more delay, the answer to 
one more question. 

'^ No 1 Wait till momin'. Don't yer see yer mothei^s 
all tuckered out, Geordie)" was an unanswerable re- 
monstrance and argument ; and long before midnighti 
indeed, by the time the lights of Christmas-eve had 
died out in the neighbouring farmhouses, the accounts 
of this eventful day were closed in the Bawle cottage, 
and alone with , darkness and with God, its inmates 
were left to seek refreshment in sleep, to commune 
with their own hearts in the night watches, or in 
praise and thanksgiving to Heaven to await the 
Ohristmas dawn. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

CONGRATULATIONS. 

There was no preparation for Christmas cheer in the 
Eawle cottage. There were associations with the 
season that^ for five years past, had palsied the hands 
and hearts of the inmates, and forbidden them a share 
in the annual festivity, even if they had possessed the 
means of self-indulgence. This year Yan Hansen's 
customary donation was wanting, and the larder was 
literally empty. 

But George's return had ushered in a new era. 
Henceforth the day, which is the harbinger of joy to 
the whole earth, was to them a commemorative festival 
of thanksgiving and praise. The Christmas sun had 
scarcely risen, the household had scarcely met, had 
certainly had no opportunity to exchange morning 
salutations and good wishes, when the tide of neigh- 
bourly congratulation began to pour in. The news of 
George's return, and of the discovery of his uncle's 
murderer, had got wind, and with a concert of action, 
which proved the sympathetic qualities of the people 
at Stein's Plains, and attested to the popularity of 
their former favourite, everybody flocked to bid him 
welcome, and to ejdiaust themselves with hand- 
shakings, exclamations, and inquiries, to say nothing 
of those quieter demonstrations which took the form 
of mute wonder, secret heart throbs, and tears that 
would not be repressed. 

Kor were more substantial proofs of the sympathy 
and goodwill of the neighbourhood wanting. Nobody 
came empty-handed. George^ the great feature of iJsk 
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day, and destined to be the subject of unbounded dis- 
cussion and enjoyment in every homestead of the 
township, could only be figuratively distributed among 
them; but every family instinctively vied with every 
other in the ambition to add something to the enter- 
tainment, which should do honour to him in his own 
homa So, while he was the centre of an enthusiastic 
circle, Angie, somewhere in the outskirts, was con- 
tinually beckoned aside, plucked by the gown, or by 
certain signs and inuendoes, given to understand that 
the contents of various boxes, bags, and parcels, mys- 
teriously smuggled into the house, were intended as 
contributions to Mrs. Bawle's Christmas dinner, and 
were recommended to Angie's care. Even old Stein, 
who was among the earliest guests, dragged from his 
pocket a half-starved fowl, which had the appearance 
of having been frozen and thawed several times since 
it was hung up in his cellar-way. This attention was 
qualified, however, by the fact that Stein had come 
with the intention of staying to dinner, indeed of 
quartering himself in the cottage for the rest of the 
day. 

" They might as well have said breakfast," growled 
Hannah, who, having strayed discontentedly into the 
pantry, about the middle of the morning, and there 
found Angie preparing a fat goose for roasting, had 
learned from her its origin and destiny. " Haven't one 
of us had a thing to eat to-day, except by snatches, 
what, with their comin*, an' goin', an' huddlin' 'round 
the fire, so that I haven't had a chance to thaw out 
my finger- ends yet, much less get the kittle on a-bilin' 
an' have a cup o' tea. I think they might let us have 
him to ourselves one day, at least." 

This was not very gracious in Hannah, certainly; 
but then it must be remembered what a secluded life 
she had led for years, both on the mountain-top and 
in the cr6ss-road cottage; how obnoxious f=he would 
naturally feel any intrusion upon her habits or her 
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premises, and how distasteful obligations of every sort 
must be to a woman of her mettle. 

The neighbours^ with a few exceptions, had the 
grace, it must be acknowledged, not to linger long. 
Perhaps the day had its domestic duties and claims 
upon them — perhaps, having gleaned an outline of the 
news, they were eager to disseminate it abroad or talk 
it over at home. It was the circumstance of their 
alternating throughout the morning, according to the 
distance at which they lived, and returning, ijlany of 
them, later in the day, to confirm all they had seen and 
heard in a second interview, which caused the cottage, 
from morning till night, to be more or less thronged 
with visitors. 

And of coui*se George's story must be recapitulated 
to every new-comer. To say that it was anywise 
exhausted would be to anticipate the event of a couple 
of scores of years at least. It was destined to furnish 
a store of narrative and entertainment which a lifetime 
could scarcely exhaust, much less a single day. But 
its essential character, its main features, were detailed 
so many times, that even Angle, her attention called 
off continually, and her services claimed at every turn, 
gleaned enough, at last, to have a vague comprehension 
of those points in the story which gave rise to the 
exclamations of surprise, and the murmurs of gratitude 
that, as she went about her tasks, echoed the swellings 
of her own heart. 

Margery, meanwhile, indifferent to all this coming 
and going, this buzz of human voices, this unwonted 
preparation for Christmas cheer, remained all day 
wrapped in that trance of joy, tlmt blissful delirium, 
which seemed to lift her into a sort of cloud-land, and 
gave a dreamy expression to her face, on which rested 
the smile of a perfect content. She asked no questions, 
not even on points of her son's experience, of which 
she was wholly ignorant j she entered into no com- 
munication with anybody; when the nei^bowsKa* 
A A. 
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addressed her, as tbej all did, in tones of earnest eon- 
gratulation, she suffered this smile of hers to wander 
to them for an instant, but it immediately returned to 
its fond allegiance ; it was enough for her silently to 
gSM on her son, instinctively to know that she was 
blest. What tender maternity there was in that gaze ! 
But for the wrinkles that time had left on her fkce, I 
am confident she must have looked just so onoe^-^noe 
only — some thirty years ago, on tiie morning after 
George was bom. 

How radiant with life, and strength, and new-bom 
hope the young man was ! With what natural cor- 
diality and grateful warmth he greeted each old fiiend, 
and responded to each word of welcome ? How worthy 
he was to be the centre of a wondering, admiring 
group, — ^the tall, handsome, manly fellow, — the village 
pride always, in view of what Nature had done for 
him ; the village hero now, in view of what he had 
done for himself! 

Not that he boasted of his own achievements. It 
was his upright countenance, his independent bearing, 
the facts of his career, which spoke so undeniably in 
his favour. As to what it rested with him to commu- 
nicate, never was story more simply told. A wide 
experience of men and things might destine him to 
become the future oracle of this and one or two suc- 
ceeding generations, on topics and events of universal 
interest ; but neither now, nor afterwards, did he claim 
for himself, or his own exploits, other than a subordi- 
nate part 

Self-exaltation, indeed, was a trait little likely to 
become ingrafted on George's character. Knowledge 
of the world, a life of action, a orueler discipline than 
often falls to human lot, had taught him justly to esti- 
mate his own manhood, and promptly to assert his in- 
dependence, while his eveiy look and movement gave 
evidence of the force, the vigour, the decision o£ pur« 
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pose which he had acquired in the school of a stem 
experience. But it was genuine growth, not paltry 
egotism j it was worth, not vanity. The youth, who 
was always ready to hear more than his share of the 
world's blame, and reap the smallest fraction of its re- 
wards, might rise in the scale of manhood by learning 
a lesson of self-respect ; but he was not likely to sink 
into the contemptible poltroonery of blowing his own 
trumpet. 

Something of the simple candour, the honest self- 
depreciation, which still forbade him to accept un- 
earned praise, manifested itself continually in the 
earnestness with which George protested against the 
encomiums, and qualified even the congratulations of 
the neighbourhood. 

''Don't say too much about that,'' he again and 
again exclaimed, in response to the frequently ex- 
pressed approbation of his spirited conduct in break- 
ing away from the narrow sphere of home, his per- 
severance under difficulties, his enterprising career, 
and the responsible position he had achieved. " You 
speak of what I have accomplished, but you forget 
sJl the duties left undone during those long years, 
the blessings, the opportunities, even the good name 
that I despised and abandoned for the sake of adven- 
ture and change. When I think of my poor old 
mother, so shamefully deserted, of uncle Baultie's 
terriUe death coming so soon after, of the old folks' 
loneliness and poverty, and what I might have been to 
them, I feel almost glad of all I suffered in Algiers, 
for I deserved it. B^member that, Johnny," — and 
he laid his hand on the head of a youthful listener, 
who had accompanied his parents, the good blacksmith 
and his wife, on their visit of welcome, — '' remember, 
if ever you get discontented and rebellions, and tempted 
to run away, that though some folks may say, as in 
my case, 'all's well that ends well,' I tell you that 
aa3 
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bard work, and starving, and chains, and all the bit- 
terness of fdavery, won't seem to you too bard a punish- 
ment for your ingratitude and disobedience. 

" I didn't mean to leave them so suddenly, and with- 
out a word of good-bye/' be continued, turning to the 
blacksmith, and making baste to explain what 
seemed the darkest and most unnatural part of his 
conduct. '* I was as far as possible from intending to 
leave behind me tbe bad name of a runaway, worse 
still, of a suicide ; but I hadn't time or heart to write. 
I left my messages (and here again I was to blame ; 
I had no business to keep such company) with a man 
named £ly, — a bad fellow, who had been about the 
town for some time. You have heard about him? 
You know '* 

The blacksmith nodded intelligently — he knew all 
about him ; the evidence given yesterday in court in 
reference to the Baultie Bawle case was town talk 
already. 

" I didn't suspect then that he was such a hardened 
fellow, or that he was in league with men worse than 
himself. It's plain enough now how my messages 
miscarried. He fled the country, no doubt, almost as 
soon as I did." 

" And your letter to ? '' the questioner hesi- 
tated, for Stein sat listening, and the considerate 
blacksmith did not care to introduce Peter's name in 
this connexion. " The letter, you know, that made 
us so sartain sure you'd made away with yerself, 
Geordie — that went straight ?" 

" O, yes, the letter — that was a different thing ; it's 
easy enough to send or deliver a letter you know f 
and to evade' further inquiry on this point, George 
changed the subject. He did not think it necessary 
to mention that he had intrusted the letter, as well as 
the message, to Bly. He was careful to avoid an ac- 
knowledgment which might implicate Peter Stein, by 
proving when and through whom he must have re* 
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ceived this communication. Nor, for the same reason, 
when the conversation turned upon the strange coin- 
cidence which had led to the recovery and identifica- 
tion (as had been so long believed) of his own body, 
did George attempt to thro^y any light upon the sub- 
ject, though he had yesterday declared in confidence to 
Van Hausen, his perfect recollection of having left 
the coat which, with its contents, had led to the sup- 
posed recognition of the corpse, in his cousin Peter^s 
attic chamber, on occasion of his last visit to the ta- 
vern. " I was excited and feverish," he had said, in 
explanation of this circumstance. "The coat was 
heavy and oppressive. I tossed it off there just before 
I went out on the race-course with Nancy. I ex- 
pected to go back and get it that night ; but you know 
how it was — ^how I was threatened, and driven from 
the house. I wouldn't have crossed the doorway again 
for my right hand. God forgive me, uncle Dick," the 
tender-hearted young man had exclaimed, with trem- 
bling voice, as recollections thronged thick upon him 
at this crisis of his story ; " it lies like a dead weight 
on my conscience to-day, but I was mortally angry 
with uncle Baultie that night ; I had wicked thoughts 
of him, and of my uncle Stein too, not murderous 
ones — Heaven forbid that such an infernal idea as 
that should ever have crossed my mind, — bub bitter, 
revengeful thoughts burned in me like a fire, and I 
sinned against that old man in my heart." 

" Not a bit on't, not a bit on't," had been Dick's 
cheery reply. " I only wish I'd been there, my boy, 
to back you up. Stein, the double-faced rascal, told 
me what happened that night, an' I knew purty well 
what had gone afore. But that your uncle Baultie's 
mind had been pizened, and he was in his grave, — a 
bloody one, — and that the Lord's hand was an' is heavy 
on Diedrich Stein, I'd ha' spoke my mind 'fore now, so 
that it should ha' rung through the Jarseys. They 
driv, you desp'rate atween 'em, that's what the^ dv<i« 
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But I'm glad you didn't make way with yerael^ 
Qeordie^ as we all believed yer had. I stood up far 
yer, my boy (slapping him on the back) ; yes, an' I 
believe I would ha* stood up fur yer at the judgment, 
but I couldn't bear to think yer'd done it. I never 
could quite get it out o' my head that it might go 
harder with yer to all etamity." 

Van Hausen and George, harassed by the many yet 
inexplicable circumstances connected with the tragedy 
of Baultie's death, and bearing upon the mystery that 
hung round Qeorge's disappearance, had made an effort, 
during the interval of their absence from the " Pipe 
and Bowl," immediately after the trial in court, to 
obtain an interview with Bly, and had gone together 
to the jail for that purpose. But Bly was exhausted, 
literally torpid and insensible with the drain already 
made upon his strength. The jailer had wisely dis- 
couraged any further attempt to see or converse with 
him that night, and while awaiting the developments 
and revelations which might yet be anticipated from 
this source. Van Hausen and George mutually agreed 
to avoid as much as possible any discussion of the 
murder or its agents ; and, warned by the hint which 
had dropped from Bly in open court, they were espe- 
cially careful to avoid any confession which might in- 
volve Peter Stein in the affair, or implicate the old 
landlord himself. 

This urgent motive for reticence on their part, as 
well as the restraint imposed upon every tongue by the 
presence of the widow of the murdered man, so re- 
stricted the curiosity of the neighbours on one vital 
subject of interest, as to concentrate it all the more 
intently upon the only other topic of comparable im- 
portance j and George's history and experience, from 
the moment of his leaving Stein's Plains to that of his 
return, was demanded in so many forms and by such 
ingenious queries, that, in spite of his native modesty, 
he could not refuse to gratify the truly hearty interest 
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of the neighbourhood by detailing for their benefit the 
chief events of his story. 

With that delicacy, which is an instinct of the heart, 
not an acquirement of polite circles, these country folks 
forbore questioning him on the cause and motive of his 
sudden self-exile. They spared him any reference to 
his last interview with his uncle Baultie, to the tempest 
f rage, torment, and indecision which succeeded, to 
the night of vagrancy and exposure spent in the com- 
panionship of Bly — a companionship not only suffered, 
but sought and welcomed by the youth, in his extremity 
of banishment and degradation. They never knew, 
George never knew himself, until he recalled and 
weighed it in the light of recent developments,' the 
nature and extent of the temptation to which he was 
exposed in that bitterest hour of his life. Innocence, 
even comparative innocence, is sometimes its own pro- 
tector. George had comprehended the sophistry with 
which Bly reasoned upon his wrongs, the scheme darkly 
hinted at by which he might seek compensation. He 
knew the character of his associate well enough to 
suspect that he lived by a low system of swindling, and 
that he would not object to sharing ill-gotten gains ; 
but he hardly believed him in earnest in the pro- 
position to purloin his uncle*s savings ; indeed he was 
80 preoccupied in the contemplation of the truths 
forced home to him by Bly's analysis of his situation 
and prospects, as to be in some degree insensible to 
the base insinuations which accompanied them. His 
own degraded position, the danger of sinking lower yet, 
to which his present associations and companionships 
exposed him, the door of hope and relief which change 
and emigration afforded, these were the suggestions on 
the part of Bly which absorbed his mind so utterly as 
to exclude any realizing sense of the pitfall of crime to 
which Bly was thus paving the way. It was these 
which inspired him with the sudden resolution to seek 
Angie, learn his standing and fate^ »nd act upon that 
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knowledge. And when, scorned by her, and branded 
with disgrace by both his uncles, he was wrought 
almost to frenzy, even his frenzy took its character 
from the generosity and harmlessness of a nature which 
had never wronged or injured aught in the world but 
itsel£ Blind indignation, impotent anger, possessed 
him for awhile, but its only fruit was self-<x>ntempt,, 
indifference to fate and fortune, or at most a desperate 
determination to rid the world — ^his little world of 
home and neighbourhood — of what his uncle had 
branded as a public nuisance, to accept the chances of 
a new destiny, and, following Nick Ely's advice, to put 
sea and land between himself and everything he had 
known and been in the past. 

In vain £ly, taking advantage of his condition and 
necessities, strove to ingraft upon this state of mind 
the covetous desires, the implacable hate, the readiness 
for some overt act of revenge, which might aid his 
dark schemes and those of his instructor and employer, 
Bullet. George was either deaf to his temptations and 
hints, or but dimly aware of their atrocious significance. 
Once or twice, indeed, as during their dialogue in the 
stable, startled and shocked by epithets and threats 
against his uncle, which even the most vulgar and 
exaggerated sympathy with his own wrongs could not 
warrant, or disgusted with hints at which his honest 
soul revolted, George had turned upon Bly with a 
sudden curse upon his depravity in believing him 
capable of coveting the old man's gold, or wishing him 
any harm. Ho little dreamed that what seemed to 
him but the rank weeds of a night's growth had a 
rooted purpose in a heart deeper and harder than that 
of Bly j that snares set unsuccessfully for him would 
ever be laid elsewhere ; or his uncle's money and life 
prove the bait and the price. 

And Bly, perceiving with surprise that the simplicity 
and uprightness of George's mind were unperverted by 
injustice, and despairing of finding in him a convert 
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and accomplice to crime, checked his confidences at 
the point where they verged on a betrayal of the 
wicked plot, and adroitly contrived to dispel the shadow 
of suspicion he had excited. Partly to aid this latter 
purpose, partly, perhaps, from a natural disposition to 
oblige an old comrade, he had received and imdertaken 
to transmit to George's mother, after allowing him a 
reasonable time in which to quit the country, a message 
of farewell, and a promise to write whenever he had 
anything satisfactory to communicate. 

The disposition to oblige could have extended no 
further than a willingness to set George's mind at rest, 
for Bly had no expectation of fulfilling this filial in- 
junction; he foresaw, too well, an event which would, 
within twenty-four hours, render him a refugee and 
an outlaw. It was with a more faithful purpose that 
he took charge of the letter to Peter Stein, for which 
he even furnished the writing materials. It will be 
remembered that Bly had that very evening probed 
George on the subject of forging his uncle's name; 
probably he had taken the precaution to have the 
means at hand for the execution of such an instrument; 
at all events he was as well prepared as a private 
secretary, and on George's explaining the purport of 
his intended communication, drew from his pocket a 
crumpled sheet of paper, a little vial of ink, and a 
stump of a pen, and, seated under the shelter of a shed, 
in which the midnight vagrants had sought refuge, he 
lit and held his lantern for George's use, while he, 
honourable to the last, penned the document which 
should make over to Peter the ownership of the for- 
feited mare. 

Probably Bly had an interest in this transaction, as 
he had lately had in most of Peter's fraudulent gains. 
At all events he faithfully delivered the letter, for 
which, as will be seen, a convenient opportunity was 
not wanting. 

Xt was for the fulfilment of these simple and innocent 
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obligationfl^ and for the sake of some ^mpathy, some 
companionship, though it might be the worsts that 
George had accepted in the first instance, and finally 
claimed Bly's offer of help in case of sadden emergency. 
And, suspicious as their intercourse might seem, that 
was all. Fallen as George was, the moral gulf between 
him and Bly was too wide to be bridged over by misery 
on the one side and temptation on the other, and they 
parted with that sort of amity which is based on a 
mutual sense of the world's unkindness, but Strangers 
to each other's future. 

The following daybreak, which found Bly at a secret 
rendezvous of himself and his accomplices, saw George 
plodding on foot towards New York, bent on obtaining 
a berth in some vessel, bound somewhere, and that 
immediately; any vessel, any port, he cared not what, 
so that it took him as far as possible from the scenes 
of his disgrace, — as far as might be from his former 
self 

It was at this point in his history that the friendly 
circle gathered about him felt privileged to institute 
inquiries, and this was the crisis which served as the 
commencement of his oft-repeated narrative. He was 
fortunate enough, so he told them (or unfortunate 
enough, he would sometimes add, "seeing all that 
came of it,"), to ship before the mast, with a promise 
of clearing at once for sea. The ship's officers barely 
allowed him time to go back and visit home and 
friends once more, — an impulse he could not resist. 
He had walked all the way to the city, and returned 
the same day by a circuitous route, sometimes across 
the fields, for he was resolved to avoid all acquaint- 
ances, all interrogation; and an hour or two before 
midnight had packed his little bundle, taken a last 
look of his mother (he omitted all mention of that 
other leave-taking at the Cousin farmhouse), and was 
again on his way to New York. Early the next 
morning his vessel set sail with a fine breeze, and he 
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was soon far enough away to satisfy the bitter cravings 
of his heart. 

It was probable that George took easily and natu- 
rally to the sea, as he always had taken to every mode 
of life that called for courage, muscular power, activity 
of all the senses; and this conclusion seemed warranted 
by the rapid promotion he had recently achieved. 
But, according to his own description, the voyage was 
an ordinary voyage, and he himself an ordinary sea- 
man merely, until the occurrence of that event in 
which most of his later experience was involved, 
namely, the capture of the vessel and her crew by 
Algerine corsairs. Here began that portion of George's 
narrative which was made up of violence, tyranny, 
and suffering in the actual endurance, but which in 
the recapitulation possessed features of such novelty, 
mystery, and horror as invested it with all the charm 
of a romance. To describe the people and the country 
in which his captivity was passed, and relate in detail 
all the distinguishing traits of Moorish barbarism 
which had come under his observation, was George's 
especial province ; the misery and torture endured by 
the wretched captives of these Barbary corsairs is the 
province of history, and I have no design of intruding 
upon either. But there was one circumstance of 
George's individual experience which had too striking 
an effect upon his character and prospects to be omitted, 
more especially as George himself was never known to 
furnish more than a one-sided representation of it. 
And this was the union, more vital than any that 
chains could impose, between him and his youthful 
fellow-captive, a mere boy, delicately nurtured, and 
seeking recreation and invigorated health in a voyage 
from ^uth America to New York, and thence to the 
Mediterranean. During three years spent together in 
slavery, George and this youth were never separated, 
dragging a common chain and a common lot. Of the 
iove George bore this boy, of the motives with which 
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this love inspired him, of the wealth of knowledge 
whiob he had gained from his well-stored brain (for 
what did one know that the other did not acquire f) 
Creorge was never slow to speak in the most grateful 
terms, blessing God for the one alleviation to his 
miseries which the society of his companion a£forded. 
But it remained for after years, and the eloquent 
tongue of the youth himseli^ to tell of the days of 
labour in which George often performed both their 
tasks, the nights of watching, when the stronger 
soothed the weaker's pain, of the brave heart that 
never faltered, the cheerful word that was never 
wanting, the smile of hope which outlived hope itself, 
and all the unselfish, heroic efforts by which courage, 
reason, and life were preserved in the frail form which, 
but for its bene&ctor, friend, and more than brother, 
must have died daily. 

Nor when at last this pair of suffering, half-starved 
wretches were, by the prowess of our infant navy, re- 
leased from their hopeless bondage; when one too 
feeble to rise could only crawl to the feet of their 
deliverers, and the other hollow-eyed and wasted to a 
skeleton, was scarcely less a subject for compassion, 
did George dream of freeing himself from the charge 
with which he had so long been shackled, or of hand- 
ing the sick youth over to other guardianship than 
his own. During the voyage to Syracuse, to which 
port they were conveyed in a gunboat attached to the 
American squadron, George's strength was partially 
recuperated, and though his companion still continued 
in an invalid condition, George did not hesitate to 
decline for both any further assistance from the Ame- 
rican government, his independent spirit assuring him 
that he could thenceforth provide for his own and his 
friend's wants. He at once secured for himself a place 
as seaman in a vessel bound to Liverpool, engaging, 
at the same time, as the price of his earnings on the 
voyage, a passenger's berth for his companion. The 
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latter had faith that on arriving in England the cre- 
dit his father's mercantile house possessed abroad 
would enable him to obtain funds ; but he was disap- 
pointed in this. The house in Surinam had within a 
few years made a change in their foreign agencies, 
and when at last the youth discovered his father's 
present correspondents in England, they had never 
even heard of his existence, and refused to trust his 
story, fraught, as it seemed to them, with improba- 
bility. 

But George was more fortunate. He had already, 
on the voyage from Syracuse, been promoted to the 
duties and pay of the second mate, who was disabled 
by sickness. At the recommendation of his captain 
he -now obtained in Liverpool the position of first 
officer in a vessel about to sail for the Bermudas, 
with the stipulation, as before, of a passage for his 
friend; and this voyage safely completed, the young 
man found no difficulty in shipping for Surinam, to 
which point Greorge had made it his first duty to 
accompany his invalid companion. The restoration 
of the youth to home and friends, who had long 
since given him up for lost, involves points of inte- 
rest sufficiently obvious, but too manifold to be even 
touched upon here. The unbounded gratitude of his 
parents to the man who had in so many senses been 
the preserver of his life, may also be fairly presumed. 
Nor is the deduction any less certain, drawn from 
what we know of George's character, that he dis- 
claimed any title to gratitude or praise; that his 
great heart revolted at the thought that friendship 
could be anything less than its own reward, or that 
the reciprocal service affection renders ever could be 
weighed. But although the independent spirit he 
thus evinced prohibited the head of a prosperous 
mercantile house from offering to the penniless sailor 
any compensation for past devotion to his invalid son 
and heir, though it was with reluctance that Greorge 
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even permitted the price of his friend's piuwage from 
port to port to be refunded, his own nature was so 
truly generous, so free from either servility or false 
pride, that he did not hesitate to accept, with the 
same candour with which it was offered, that counte- 
nance, aid, and advancement of his interests whidi 
grew naturally out of his friendly and sympathetio 
relations with the family of the Surinam merdiant 

That the latter should urge upon him the captaincy 
of the "Antelope," a fine little bark then in port, was, 
no doubt^ the promptiug of an almost paternal in- 
stinct in his welfare and success; but it was none 
the less a promotion in Creorge's legitimate profession, 
for which he had fitted himself by diligence and devo- 
tion to his calling. It was on the shipowner's as- 
surance of faith in his ability, and not on the grounds 
of a blind partiality, that Greorge accepted the post — 
a post for which he had resolved to prove his wortiii- 
ness before ever returning to his country, or report- 
ing himself to the friends who must long since have 
mentally numbered him among the dead. And who^ 
moreover, as the event proved, could have recdved 
so cordially, and executed so promptly, the commis- 
sion intrusted to him against those scourges of the 
sea at whose hands the merchant had suffered only 
less than the father ? On the whole, I may safely 
assert, that although George could now boast ^e title 
and dignity of an experienced shipmaster, and could 
flatter himself that his recent voyage had proved in 
all respects a successful and profitable one to himself 
and his owners, these triumphs were not the result of 
favouritism, but of his own deserts. 

And I may safely assert that this was the condu* 
sion arrived at by the rustic crowd that flocked around 
him on this Christmas morning, claiming his notice 
and recognition, and vieing with each other in demon- 
strations of cordiality and good will. Nor, though I 
claim for Qeorge the credit of a modest and unpio« 
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tending bearing in his new character of a village hero, 
can I deny that his fellow-townsmen were not a little 
inflated at the distinction which had befallen the 
neighbourhood, and that ever after, in rehearsing his 
adventures and exploits for the benefit of strangers, 
they would emphasize, with no little complacency, the 
&ct that the subject of them all was bom and brought 
up at Stein's Phans. 

But of all the visitors at the cottage that day, there 
was none whose demeanour was so striking and so 
inexplicable as that of Diedrich Stein, — old Stein, as 
he was universally called now. One would have 
thought that there might be recollections in Stein's 
breast that would embarrass him and keep him away. 
But, on the contrary, he came early and stayed late. 
It was reasonable to suspect that he would be on the 
alert to catch every breath of rumour and weigh every 
word that might implicate his son, his tavern, or him* 
self in the mysteiies and crimes now being unravelled 
and brought to light. But though he sat in one seat, 
almost in one posture, all day, listened intently, and 
pricked up his ears more sharply than ever at any 
allusion that struck home, he did not seem to be there 
as a spy, still less as an enemy. 

The expression of his face was that of unmitigated 
awe and wonder, as if a miracle had been performed 
in his presence. He surveyed, followed, watched 
George with an admiring, almost a deferential gaze. 
He seemed positively grateful to his nephew for the 
cordial greeting, which betrayed no remembrance of 
past injuries, and for the hospitality which endured 
his presence in the cottage, and even summoned him 
to the table when dinner was ready ; a sanction for 
which latter act it required all George's tact and 
coaxing to wring from his aunt Hannah. It could 
not be the Christmas fare for which Stein thus 
lingered ; for though Angie, suspicious that he meant 
to stay, naively took care to roast his one fowl for him^ 
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be ate little of that or of anythiDg else, bat sat dose 
at €reoTge*s elbow, watching him carve and cat, as he 
might have watched a king at his repast. 

Coald it be that this withered, lonely old miser bad 
for five years been a prey to remorse ? Could it be 
that, overawed and humbled at George's reappear- 
ance, he dwelt upon him with greedy incredulity! 
Conld it be that, disappointed and degraded by the 
children for whom he had sold his soul to Mammon, 
he bowed and bent in admiring homage before the 
success of the youth whom he had systematically 
wronged. It locked like it ; but Hannah Rawle gave 
him credit for no such characteristic traits. 

'^ Don't go without taking him long witb yer," she 
signified by a sign to her brother J>ick, who had 
modestly delayed his visit until nightfall, and who, at 
a late hour in the evening, deqMdring of a chance to 
outstay Stein, or get a private word with George, at 
length rose to ga 

And when they had gone, — ^for Van Hansen took 
the hint, and without mincing matters, gave Stein 
warning that the household were tired and it was 
time he went home, — Hannah shook her fist at him 
before he was well out of the door, and muttered 
audibly, " You old rogue, you ! what new dodge is 
this yer up ter ? But we'll be equal with yer — yer 
game's played out, I reckon." 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

QUIET DAYS. 

Now sncceeded quiet days at the cottage; not so 
quiet, not so monotonous as in the past, for the old 
life there, that dull dream, haunted by ghosts of the 
memory and whispers of the imagination, had been 
broken up and dispelled. George's presence not only 
infused that element of strength, activity, and do- 
mestic revolution which is the masculine prerogative, 
but by removing the ban of mourning and mystery 
from the house, exposed it to those social inroads 
against which its doors had so long been sealed* 

Still Christmas day, that first day of congratulation 
and rejoicing, being past, those that followed were 
days of comparative repose and mental reaction. The 
lives and thoughts of the cottage inmates settled now 
into permanence and regularity. Hannah went her 
roimds of domestic inspection and oversight, and got 
her meals and her naps at the customary hours; 
Margery by degrees weaned her eyes from her son's 
face, so fietr as to take cognizance of other objects, and 
at intervals to resume her knitting. Angle performed 
her accustomed duties with a calmness and placidity 
which were in strong contrast to the tumultuous and 
passionate agitation which she had so recently evinced, 
and with the self-reliant energy and perseverance 
which, as Hannah often used to say, made her weak- 
ness worth more than the strength of other women. 
Doubtless it grieved George, who watched her anxi- 
ously, to see how laborious a place she filled in the 
household^ though it might well have been merely by 
BB 
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the force of former habit that he easily and naturally 
resumed all the heavier and more exposed burdens of 
the family, and so relieved her at every turn. He 
little suspected how light all labour had become to her 
now — how work, that had been the solace of her pain, 
was scarcely less a necessity to her in her joy ; and 
how, in her humble and often seci*et cares for the 
comfort of his aunt, his mother, and especially of him- 
self, her love and gratitude found the expression and 
vent which they yearned for, but were otherwise 
denied. 

None of this household, thus suddenly and strangely 
blessed, sat down to the idle enjoyment of their nev 
happiness, and so suffered it to pall and run to waste, 
as all happiness does the moment it is rested in, and 
weighed as the end and goal of life. As for G«orge 
himself, he was full of interests and occupations, in 
which all the others were more or less involved. 
Besides his visits to New York on duties connected 
with his vessel, which occupied no small part of his 
time, he began almost immediately to meditate and 
carry into effect schemes of improvement and repair 
on his mother's premises. Years of exile had not only 
intensified George's appreciation of home comforts, but 
had quickened his eye and hand for the detection and 
supply of wants and deficiencies which he had for- 
merly overlooked or been powerless to remedy. Five 
years of neglect had opened a wide field for his dili- 
gence ; he brought no fortune to aid his zeal, but his 
honest earnings had made him, as country folks say, 
" forehanded ;'* and the material being supplied, Van 
Hansen was only too ready to add his skill to the 
young man's strength. 

It was not without many a sigh of pity, many an 
exclamation of pain, that George, while conducting 
these repairs, saw at every turn, in the dilapidation of 
the house and out-buildings, evidences of the porar^ 
and helplessness of their oocapanti^ and realixea under 
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what disadvantages and difficulties these poor women 
had carried on their housekeeping and gardening, and 
managed to maintain life. 

And it was not without hard throbs, that seemed to 
shake their old frames too mightily, that Hannah and 
Margery, hobbling or creeping twenty times a day from 
their arm-chairs to the windows, marked how tumble- 
down fences had risen as if by magic ; how, in the 
thawing weather, the water that used to leak in every- 
where now came dripping down the neatly patched 
roof, Jor was carried off to the cistern by the new 
water-spout ; how proudly the old cock was proclaim- 
ing to his family the glories of the hen-coop on which 
deorge had especially lavished his taste and ingenuity; 
how smoothly the well-curb, just completed, did its 
work, and how easily rickety doors and gates swung 
on their new hinges. 

" There's the comfort of havin* a man on the place l" 
Hannah would say, in a self-gratulatory tone, 
while Margery, saying nothing, would, as she gazed 
on the many proofs of her son's thoughtfulness 
and generosity, feel that these things, far more 
than his robust form and masculine beauty, pro- 
claimed her the mother of one who was every inch 
a man. 

But though the energies of the family were directed 
into fruitful channels, and their sources of happiness 
were multiplied rather than exhausted, their joy was 
not without a cloud. The Christmas sun had shone 
through or scattered it. The holiday bustle, the cheers 
and congratulations of the neighbourhood had put it 
to flight, as a high wind drives the threatening storm ; 
but in the quiet and leisure of every-day life it gathered 
again, obscuring the sunshine, and settling like a 
shadow on faces that would otherwise have shone with 
gladness. It was no change that had come over their 
condition or prospects. It was no new and painful 
revelations on the part of Bly, from whom no further 
bb2 
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details or particulars had yet been received. It was 
nothing that was feared ; nothing that <wa8 acknow- 
ledged; nothing that the most prying observer 
conld detect. Still it was there, exercising its 
secret influence, making itself vaguely felt, stalking 
not between eye and eye, but between heart and 
heart 

Yes ! there were hearts in that cottage which were 
haunted yet, — ^there were ghosts of the memoiyi 
spectres of the imagination, which darkened the 
daily life, and forbade the hope of a cloudleas 
future. 

Hannah, the only one from whose lot the principal 
blight neither had been nor could be removed, and 
who must carry her widowed heart with her to the 
grave, was the only one who did not come imder the 
cloud to which I refer ; the only one who had shaken 
off the weight of remorse, and dread, and bitter 
memory. She had accomplished her life-work, or 
rather it had been taken out of her hands and accom- 
plished for her. The suspense, the hatred, the re- 
vengeful craving were satisfied. Grief at her old man's 
fate had, from the first, been subordinate to these 
master passions ; and now that the stronger emotions 
were laid to rest, the weaker only revived so far as 
to add another to the softening, subduing influences 
that were at work within her. Hannah was changed 
doubtless, but it was all for the better. The hard 
rind that had incrusted her heart had crumbled and 
fiEdlen away, and the autumn of her life promised riper 
and mellower fruit than could have been anticipated 
from a nature so knotted and gnarled. She had 
leisure now to soften and ripen for another world, for 
her soul was released from the cares and troubles of 
this. 

But Margery, poor Margery, had found no such 
complete release, such final deliverance from the 
shadows that had so long held her bound. Her ma- 
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ternal heart had revelled awhile in bliss, sunk and 
absorbed in the simple realization of her son's resur- 
rection to innocence and to her. But this trance of 
bewilderment, this ecstasy of joy, could not outlast 
the excitement of the first few days, and instead of 
subsiding into calm and peaceful satisfaction, the heart 
that had so long been tuned to woe was destined, gra- 
dually, to become the prey of fresh tortures. Proud 
as ^e mother was of her son, she could not be wholly 
happy in him. There were recollections that haunted 
her soul. She would sit broodiug over them for hours, 
more silent than ever ; afraid to speak, afraid to in- 
dulge the sigh which might betray the subject of her 
morbid reflections. George's eye, turning on her with 
filial love, seemed like a reproach. She dreaded every 
allusion to a past which still had terrors for her imagi- 
nation to dwell upon. When all the world was envy- 
iifg her the son who had, by his deed of daring, con- 
ferred a world-wide benefit on humanity, her heart 
cried out, •*! am not worthy to be his mother T 
When he took her in his arms and kissed her, she 
trembled, and could scarcely refrain from exclaiming, 
" My boy I my boy ! take back your kiss 1 You 
would hate your poor old mother if you knew the 
wrong she had done you in her heart ; if you knew 
that ^lltbese years she had believed you a murderer T' 
And this thought was poison to her peace. It humi- 
liated her in the presence of George, gave back to 
her little pinched features their anxious, watchful 
expression, made her more shy, more reserved, more 
self-distrustful, a more complete nobody even than 
before. 

Nor was Angle any less the victim of bitter and 
self-reproachful reflections. Had she not wronged 
him from first to last, from the days when she tyran- 
nized over him in the past, and slighted his boyish 
love, up to the moment when that cry of hers in the 
court-room was wrung from the heart that imputed 
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guilt wlier% there was no guilt ? What part could 
she claim in the present triumph ? Humble service, 
joyfully rendered to him and his, tears of thanksgiving 
shed in secret, grateful praises to the Source of all 
good, these were her portion ; but from the general 
jubilee she felt herself an outcast 

So she went about her daily task calm and pale ; 
and such was the reaction from nervous excitement, 
such the self-restraint which she imposed upon herself, 
that amidst the universal rejoicing she alone looked 
sad. Studiously avoiding observation, she seldom 
raised her eyes from her work or the floor, except to 
take note of some household want, or supply an omis- 
sion to somebody's comfort Otherwise she suffered 
her long lashes to droop upon her cheek, and wore on 
her face that meek and patient expression, which of 
late had become habitual with her, but -which was 
unfamiliar to George. 

In the long talks that took place round the fireside 
at night she bore scarcely any part. The tongue that 
used to prattle so gaily, charming George into indiffer- 
ence to all other speech, had learned lessons of wisdom 
and moderation in a stern school, and now was curbed 
by more than ordinary self-restraint. So, though an 
attentive and absorbed listener, especially' to those 
stories of George's experience which were drawn 
from him by the curiosity of Hannah Kawle and 
Van Hausen, she rarely asked a question or volun- 
teered a remark. 

Nor was the frequently rising exclamation often 
permitted to escape her lips, nor the smile .of sympathy 
or tear of pity that would not be repressed suffered to 
betray the intensity of her interest, for occupying as 
usual her low seat close to Margery's side, she was 
partially sheltered from observation by the person of 
the old woman, and still more by the attitude with 
which, stooping towards the firelight, she would, at 
the criaia of the story^ bend her head over Maixgsrfn 
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knitting-work and busy herself in taking up the 
dropped stitches, or repairing the mistakes of which 
the once expert but now trembling fingers of Margery 
were continually guilty. 

She did not mean to be cold or indifferent. Quite 
the reverse. She imposed these things upon herself as 
a penance. Still less was it pride that actuated her, 
for remembrances of the past humbled her to the dust. 
She kept herself aloof as an alien, a foreigner, one who 
had no part or lot in the family, except by sufferance, 
and dared not give expression to feelings which she had 
lost the right, as she thought, to indulga 

Especially did she shrink from those thoughtful 
attentions, those brotherly cares on George's part, 
which were like heaping coals of fire on her head. 
She even tried to evade them, to do everything 
that she could without his help, and when his strong 
arm or ready hand forestalled her, I am afraid she 
did not thank him with half the warmth his kindness 
merited. 

Worse still, he had brought gifts for her from 
abroad. Was there still some remnant of hope in his 
heart ? Did it burn higher after the capture of the 
pirate Bullet, and the recognition in him of his former 
rival had disposed of that obstacle 1 Or would he 
have brought these things all the same, presented them 
to her as bridal gifts if he had found her the wife of 
another, decked her with them to please the eye of 
rival lovers, or dedicated them to her memory if dead ? 
I will almost venture to affirm the latter, so dis- 
interested, BO inevitable a part of himself was the 
love he bore her. At all events they must have been 
meant for her, and no one else, so exactly were they 
calculated to please her tastds, so utterly unsuitable to 
the wants of any other friend whom he had left behind 
him. 

He offered them to her with such simple and 
brotherly cordiality, merely saying, as he unpacked 
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his 8ea-cliQ8t in the kitchen, '* Here, this is for yon. 
Angle, and this ; O, and this !" and she — ^she hs^ly 
looked at them, dropped them upon the table as if 
they burned her fingers, and presently, without an 
expression of pleasure or a word of thanks, left the 
room. But then she was compelled to choose between 
this frigid silence, this abrupt departure, or choking 
words of expostulation, ending in a flood of tears. 
There was no alternative, and she sought shelter in 
the former. 

It was a pity she should have done this injustice to 
herself and him. She might have been, ought to have 
been, as ready to act the part of a frank friend as he 
was to prove himself an affectionate brother. At 
least some women so might and ought. I will not 
say that this was possible for Angle. I have never 
claimed for her one of those equally-balanced and 
harmonious characters which can coolly weigh a posi- 
tion, or drill themselves to a uniform propriety of 
action. It is true her original traits had been greatly 
subdued and modified. But natures so intense and 
impetuous as hers must always express themselves in 
characteristic fashion. Angie had not lost her identity, 
and she must be pardoned if both her feelings and her 
behaviour, under her present painful circumstances, 
partook of exaggeration. 

Still it was a pity ; for of course Greorge misunder- 
stood it all, was confirmed in his belief that she was 
suffering cruel mortification at discovering in the 
pirate Bullet the lover who had so captivated her 
fancy, and that she was overwhelmed with grief and 
horror at his untimely fate. Of course he suspected 
that if she had pined for anyone, it had been for this 
deceitful gallant ; and that so far from cherishing any 
tenderness for himself, she was more than ever 
estranged from him now that, by the part he had played 
in the arrest and conviction of his rival, he had, to 
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say the least, associated himself in her mind with this 
blow to her love and her pride. 

He was deeply touched at the intimate and mutually 
dependent relations which existed between Angie and 
bis mother. He was astonished at the confidence and 
partiality his aunt Hannah manifested towards the 
former; for though Hannah had a rough way of 
proving it (a way which sometimes disproved it in 
strangers' ejea), it was easy for one who knew her 
well to see how completely she trusted Angie, approved 
her ways, and at times, in her eccentric fashion, petted 
and praised the girl, who, by her quick wit and ready 
tact, exercised vastly more influence over her than 
any young person had ever possessed before. 

GeorgQ felt that he could never be sufficiently 
grateful to one who, for nearly ^ve years, had served 
the old folks so faithfully. He was proud to see how 
the girl of his choice had commended herself to his 
nearest relatives; as for himself, he would be her 
true friend always, so far as she would let him. 
More than that he did not dream of, now that he saw 
how wholly her heart was estranged from him. 

And so these two, arguing from their own mis- 
takes, drew more and more widely apart every day. 
Sometimes the thought would intrude itself upon 
George that this coming home, to which he had looked 
forward so long, and often so hopelessly, was not, after 
all, the joy it had seemed to him in prospective. 
Angie (much as he loved his mother, he could not help 
thinking of Angie first) could do quite as well without 
bim as with him. Sometimes it even seemed as if he 
were in her way. His mother, since the first joy at 
bis safe return, was dull, spiritless, and did not appear 
like herself. It was true she had always been dull and 
spiritless, but then it was an open, acknowledged de- 
pression, which only lay on the surface, and which ex- 
pended itself naturally in the " dearie me's T* and the 
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long-drawn ''ho — ^humsP that proceeded, doubtless, 
from a weak chest as much as anything. Now he mis- 
trusted that her lifeless, apathetic moods had a deeper 
root ; that their foundation had been laid in those long 
years of desertion and loneliness for which it was too 
late now for him to make any atonement. ** My poor 
old mother 1 she is sadly broken ; I ought never to 
have left her f Such was the condnsion of his re- 
flections in Margery's oasa 

George was far from giving way to these desponding 
thoughts. He found refuge from them in his out-door 
labours, his excursions in the neighbourhood, all his 
little plans for the household welfare. If the life- 
blood was getting torpid in his mother's heart, and her 
face could not be made glad merely by his presence, he 
could at least busy himself in erectiug a door-porch to 
keep out the cold, or in cutting and stacking the wood 
which, in the form of a good Are, would be sure to re- 
flect a glow on her face. If Angie evaded his assistance, 
or found his oflers of service oppressive, he could exer- 
cise his ingenuity in secretly providing for her wants, 
leaving her to the supposition that it had been done by 
fairies. 

Then he had always a resource in his aunt Hannab, 
who, truly blessed in her nephew's society, reaped 
the benefit of his mother's silence and Angie's reserve, 
inasmuch as George's most animated sallies, the exu- 
berance of spirits which he occasionally manifested, 
were inevitably expended on her. And although she 
tried to be severe, and often pushed him from her with 
the harsh remonstrance, "Get out of my way, you 
teasin' feller; you pester me to death T the smiles 
that wrinkled her hard face, and now and then the 
ready retort, encouraged the pestering, teasing fellow, 
and sharpened his wit against the keen edge of her 
own. 

But these occasions were exceptionaL Hannah was 
too deaf, as well as too old; to engage frequently in 
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contests of wit or raillery, and otherwise the tone of 
the house was subdued and monotonous. These, as I 
have said, were quiet days in the Bawle cottage. It 
was well there was the click of the hammer, the 
grating of the mason's trowel, to tell of spirit, life, and 
progress. But for these it would have been too quiet, 
too monotonous, especially during the stormy days, of 
which January had more than its usual share this 
year. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

HAUNTED HEARTS EXORCISED AND BLEST. 

It was on one of these stormy mornings that George, 
who had yesterday made a trip to the city, was un- 
packing his chest in the kitchen, sorting out his sea- 
clothes and distributing his gifts. Angie's reception 
of her share of the latter had mortified and discouraged 
him perhaps, for, without completing the task, he had 
pushed the chest back against the wall, and gone to 
exhaust his vexation in hammering away at some of his 
carpenter's work, greatly to the disgust and annoyance 
of Hannah, who, having seen a small cockroach escape 
from the chest and run across the nicely sanded floor, 
was apprehensive of more of such intruders, and was 
impatient to have the chest emptied and transferred to 
the woodshed. 

So, at her entreaty, the task was resumed soon after 
dinner. The wind had risen, and the weather grown 
intensely cold, compelling all the household to keep 
snug within the kitchen, and even to huddle round the 
fire. George was in the midst of them, taking advice, 
chiefly from Hannah, as to what should be done with 
this and that article as he drew them from the chest ; 
whether this would ever be fit for wear again — ^whether 
that might not as well be thrown away. At last he 



380 HAUNTED HEARTS. 

reached the bottom of the chest, and sweeping his hand 
from comer to comer to make sure that it was quite 
empty, encountered some object which he had not ex- 
pected to find then and there; for he started, exclaimed, 
*< Whist I I had forgotten this was here ;" then, half 
reluctantly, brought to light and held up what 
appeared to be a soiled and crumpled rag, the very 
counterpart to just such a rag which had been 
similarly held up and displayed in that very kitchen 
once before. "It's been a greater traveller, I dare 
say, than its owner," continued George, as he 
smoothed out and restored to shape a knitted mitten, 
"but we followed a different course and compass. 
The way it's come back into my possession at last is 
the greatest mystery, the most wonderful coincidence 
I ever heard of;" and as he spoke, he could not re- 
frain- from casting upon Angie a curious^ not to say 
suspicious, glance. 

She was startled, evidently, and was gazing at this 
new trophy with wonder and dismay; but Creorge's 
attention was instantly distracted from her &ce by 
Hannah's eager cry, " The mate to my mitten, I vum !" 
and, pouncing upon it like a hawk, the excited old 
woman tried to snatch it from his hand. 

" The mate to mine, begging your pardon, Aunt 
Hannah," responded George, in the loud key which he 
always used in addressing her, and at the same time, 
with playful but firm defiance, retaining his grasp of 
the mitten. 

" Yourn ?" cried Hannah, incredulously, " how came 
it yourn ?" 

" They're both mine, the pair of 'em," replied Greorge, 
smiling at her want of faitk " If you've got the mate 
to this, ma'am" (spoken facetiously), " I'll thank you 
for it." 

"How came you by this, I say, George?" persisted 
Hannah, with unmistakable earnestness. 
1^ " Why, it was mine in the beginning — always mine," 
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answered G^rge, evasively. " If the mate's in your 
possession^ Aunt Hannah, it's only fair you should ac- 
count for the property, and restore it to the rightful 
owner.*' 

"Listen, then, George,** said Hannah, with a so- 
lemnity which at once awed her nephew, and with that 
stem, rigid expression which her face always assumed 
when memory led her back to the circumstances at- 
tending her husband's murder, "111 tell you how I 
come by it, an' why I've kept it so long and so well, 
I tore it off the hand of one o' them villains that mur- 
dered your uncle Baultie. I struggled with him till 
he flung me outside the house. I would ha' hung on 
to him and strangled him if I could j but when I 
thought I had him &st, he wriggled like a sarpent till 
he got loose, and nothing was lefb in my clutches but 
the mitten he'd slipped his hand out on." 

" What ! Bullet f* cried George, forgetting the cau- 
tion he had hitherto preserved on Angle's account. 
"Then your story just fays into mine. Aunt Hannah, 
for it was among his traps, in the till of his private 
chesty that I found a heap of gold and silver coins 
stowed away in this very mitten. It never occurred 
to me till this minute," he continued, in eager solilo- 
quy, " but I shouldn't wonder if among that specie we 
could identify some of uncle Baultie's old guineas or 
Spanish dollara. I handed the cash over to govern- 
ment with the rest of the spoils. They had 'em there 
in court, but I never thought of that chance. Strange^ 
now, if it should turn out so ; it's worth looking into. 
How it would corroborate Bly !" 

" Do you mean to say, George," demanded Hannah, 
with that precise, emphatic enunciation which indi- 
cated the intense difficulty her mind had in crediting 
this new revelation, ^' do you mean to say that that 
'ere mitten is youm, and that you never laid eyes on 
it from the time you went to sea till it turned up in 
the way you tell on f* 
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'<! mean just that^ Aunt HannaL That man, 
BuUet " 

" That devil," interposed Hannah, under her breath. 

" Had 'em both," continued George ; " wore 'em, no 
doubt. They were a decent pair of mittens once. I 
was proud of 'em, I know. He lost one, it seems, the 
one you've got, and this, being good for nothing else, 
he used for a money-bag. How he came by them in 
the first place, Heaven only knows, I*m sure I don't ;" 
and here George stole a side glance at Angie, which 
might have been interpreted to mean, It's just possible 
you do. ** Anyhow, as it was mine, I ventured to take 
possession of it as a curiosity;" and George turned it 
over and scrutinized it closely. 

Margery trembled. Angie, as she stood watching 
him, felt as if he were dissecting her conscience, and 
turning her heart inside out. 

" You're sure if s youm T reiterated Hannah. 

" Sure ? yesf, indeed. Would have sworn to it any- 
where." 

" Geordie !" cried Hannah, with a sudden burst of 
emotion, and staggering back to her chair she braced 
herself against its arms as if her strength were for- 
saking her, and she felt the need of some support— 
" Geordie, you send a cold shudder through me when 
you call them mittens youm. Day an' night, day an* 
night, for the last five year, I've caUed the deepest 
curses down on the man that them 'ere belonged ter, 
whoever in the world he might be. I've prayed that 
the sun might scorch him, an' the cold send a shiver 
through his bones ; that hunger might gnaw him, an' 
his tongue be parched for a drop o' water; that he 
might cry out to cruel men to help him, an' that they 
might be deaf to his prayers. G^rdie, when I think 
of all you've suffered by sea an' land, it almost seems 
as if the Lord just took me at my word." 

" The Lord's too just for that, Aunt Hannah,^ an- 
swered George. " He would never have made me the 
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victim of curses that I didn't deserve, and that were 
not meant for me. You needn't trouble yourself about 
that" 

George spoke in a soothing, persuasive tone j but he 
was none the less shocked at Hannah's acknowledgment 
of the terrible spii'it of hatred and revenge that had 
rankled in her heart. There was no need for him or 
any one to reproach her with it, however. Self-reproach 
was working within her rapidly enough. 

"You're right, George; the Lord makes no mis- 
takes," replied Hannah, in the tone of one communing 
with her own thoughts ; " but, O, what mischief toe 
make in our ignorance ! How we tempt His provi- 
dence ! We'd better set still an' wait fur Him ; he 
comes in His own good time, an' brings with Him 
justice ati' judgment. It's well He kept me in the dark, 
wholly in the dark. Fm thinkin', George," — and, as 
this gleam of thought broke upon her, she leaned for- 
ward in her chair, shuddered, and laid her hand im- 
pressively on her nephew's shoulder, — *' I'm thinkin' 
how many times I've looked at that leetle bit o' proof, 
an' felt as if all I needed in this world was to know 
the name of its owner, an' so bring him to the gallers;" 
and, rising as she spoke, moved by a sudden impulse, 
she started towards the bed-room to bring forth her 
treasure from its hiding-place. 

^ But you might have known," called George, just as 
Hannah was retreating from the room; ^' you must have 
been blind not to see " 

A sudden " O, hush-sh-sh !" in a terrified but half- 
suppressed voice, at the same time a hand placed over 
his mouth, another grasping at and endeavouring to 
cover and hide the fatal initials marked with red on 
which his finger was resting emphatically, — these were 
enough to arrest his words and cause him to look up 
inquiringly in the face of Angle, who, as he knelt beside 
the chesty was bending over huUi her attitude, her voice> 
her countenanoe imploring him to refrain. 
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« Why hush )" he ejaculated, alarmed by her im- 
petuosity and puzzled at her warning. 

"0, because, because — she" — pointing towards 
Hannah ; " she doesn't susp— She never knew ^ 

" Knew what V^ cried George. 

" 0, nothing ; no matter— only — ^the letters ; don't 
show her — there, she's coming !" and her brief and im- 
perfect expostulation interrupted by Hannah's return. 
Angle retreated abruptly and resumed her former place 
and attitude. 

*' Just alike ! a complete pair !" was George's com- 
ment, as, claiming Hannah's mitten (he took care not 
to relinquish his own), he laid the two together, the 
red letters (scarcely red now, time had faded them so 
much) adroitly turned inwards and concealed. He had 
understood enough of Angle's expostulation for that 

Hannah, who, thanks to her deafness and her self> 
absorbed state of mind, had heard and suspected nothing 
of the dialogue and pantomime which had taken place 
while her back was turned, looked on through her 
spectacles. 

''That's a fact — ^not a doubt on't!" was her con- 
firmatory verdict : then she stretched out her hand to 
take the mittens and compare them herself 

George held them up before her, drew out the thumbs, 
displayed the exact measurements. But that would 
not suffice. She must handle them herself Beluctantly 
submitting to necessity, George yielded them. She 
smoothed them out slowly, meditatively. She even 
examined the width of the seaming at the wrist; '' two 
an' three," she muttered, counting the ribbed stitches 
of one ; " two an' three," as, turning the pair over, she 
examined the opposite wrist. Then she handed them 
back to George, and he, for safe keeping, hastily pat 
them in his pocket. She had satisfied herself com- 
pletely, but she had not separated them — ^had not 
detected the letters. 

The iMoident of her doing so^ or failing to do so, made 
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all the difference of her mastering the secret which had 
for iaye years moulded the lives of Margery and Angie, 
or of her going down to her grave in total ignorance of 
it. Chance — shall we not say Providence 1 — deter- 
mined the matter ; for, had the case been reversed, I 
am afraid that in spite of all the lessons of forbearance 
which Providence was teaching her, she could never 
from that time to the day of her death have forborne 
occasionally twitting the other two with their injustice 
to George. " Women," if it is fair to quote from so 
prejudiced an old bachelor as Van Hansen, *' do peck 
at one another so.'' 

To what extent her own suspicions of her nephew 
might, under like circumstances, have been carried, it 
is impossible to say. Now that light had been throwrn 
upon the whole transaction, she doubtless acquitted 
herself of any such fallibility, as human nature, nm tested 
by temptation, generally does acquit itself. This was 
evident from the tcnour of what followed. 

" That's right — put it out o' my sight for evermore," 
she said, as she watched her cherished bit of proof dis- 
appear within the deptlis of George's pocket. " It's 
been fuel to my wrath long enough. It's lucky I kept 
it so snug au' miser-like. I never should ha' found 
out it was youm, Geordie, but other folks might have ; 
an' who knows what it might ha' led ter ? Next thing, 
like's not, people 'ud ha* been misfcrustin' you coveted 
your uncle Baultie's gold, an' had a hand in killiu' 
him, that the inheiitance might be yourn. / never 
would ha' mistrusted yer, my boy, not /," she added, 
hastily. "You needn't think that'' (there must have 
been something in George's face that prompted her to 
this assurance) ; " but seein' you was niissin' so soon 
arterwards, there are people in this world who'd ha' 
been wicked enough to think yer did it, if they hadn't 
accused yer on't outright. But I thank God," she 
added, fervently, "that shortened the hand of a foolish 
old woman, and took the cause o' justice into His own. 
c c 
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We miBerable critturs do a deal of evil an' mischief 
in our lives ; but we little know how much we're saved 
from doin' by a power stronger than our own will. 
From this day forth, an' fur the sake o' this great 
deliverance, I'll never try again to right my own 
wrongs. ' Vengeance is mine, I will repay, saith the 
Lord.'" 

With which solemn ejaculation, uttered with hands 
clasped and eyes upraised, Hannah turned and left the 
room, perhaps to hide the emotions which made her 
knees knock together, possibly to sink upon those kneea 
in the privacy of the little bed-room, and confirm her 
grand resolution in prayer to God; for Hannah, though 
a stern and an erring, was none the less a devout 
religionist. 

And those wicked people to whom she had made 
such cutting, though accidental allusion 1 There were 
but two in the world ; two vile creatures, to whose 
consciences her reproach struck home, and there they 
stood condemned. 

'^ She never knew — she never suspected ! " exclaimed 
George, starting impetuously to his feet the moment 
the door had closed upon Hannah ; " but you, mother? 
you, Angie ? you suspected ? you believed ! — Good 
Heaven ! that's too much! that can't be !" 

Margery's hands, those eloquent hands, were raised 
in supplication, her shadowy form bent back, almost 
crouching, as if she were striving to ward off a dreaded 
blow. Angie's breast heaved, her face was turned away. 

Yes, there was no escape for them. 

" It is though ! it is ! You did me that terrible 
wrong, both of you. I see it ! " he cried, seizing 
Margery's culprit hands, at the same time forcibly 
turning Angie's face towards him, and as he thus held 
both at arm's length, compelling them to meet the gazo 
which shot rapidly from one to the other. 

Then he groaned, for there was no denial in either 
countenance, and\i©\Kie^ ^11. 
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^^ Tell mie !** lie now exclaimed, and with fresh vehe- 
mence, ** I most know the truth. Tell me, did you 
belieye me a murderer, — my uncle's murderer V* 

Margery only echoed his own groan. "Don't 
ask me, (^eordie/' was the agonized ejaculation of 
Angle. 

^^ Your own son ! " to his mother. " The man who 
had loved you so ! " to Angle. " Ifc was too bad, by 
Heaven ! — ^it was too bad 1 " 

" It was," murmured Angle. " It was." 

" Geordie," Altered Margery, " I never owned it ; I 
never breathed it, not even to myself, not even to 
God in my prayers," 

"Nor i" sobbed Angie ; " nor I." 

" But you believed it," he cried with bitteme3s ; 
"you believed me an unnatural, cruel, bloodthirsty 
vUlain. My last prayer to both of you when I went 
away was, to think the best of me whatever happened, 
and you have thought the worst. I'd better never 
have come back. I'd better have wasted away in 
slavery, or been buried at the bottom of the sea, than 
to have lived to learn this. O mother ! O Angie !" — 
and releasing them both from his grasp so suddenly 
that they staggered, so indignantly that the act seemed 
to imply that he had done with them for ever, he 
caught his cap from the table and dashed out of the 
house. 

His usually ruddy face was white with anger or 
wounded feeling, probably a mingling of both ; they 
knew that the bitter reproaches he had uttered were 
but a fiiint indication of the storm of emotion that 
Wfus seething within him ; that his tender, loving 
nature was wounded to its innermost depths, — such 
depths as only exist in hearts so trusting and affec- 
tionate as his, and that he had rushed from their 
presence simply as a precaution against the further 
explosion that threatened. 

It is not much to see a man who is habitually ill- 
c«2 
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tempered, violent, or pugnacious, irritated and touched 
to the quick. One may even become so familiar with 
his exhibitions of passion and wrath as to view them 
only with indifference or contempt. But let the 
peaceable, the confiding, the manly soul be roused tc 
indignation or moved to anguish by a deep sense ol 
injustice or injury, and whose heart is not sympatheti- 
cally stirred 1 Who, having wronged such a one do« 
not feel how irreparable is the injury done, how hope- 
less tbe attempt to heal a wound so deep ? 

Such was the sympathy, such the hopelessness with 
which the thoughts of Margery and Angie followed 
George in his flight. They did not exchange a word. 
There was nothing to be said. They did not even ex- 
change glances. They shrank from the oonvictioi] 
written in each other's faces. There was no longei 
any secret between them, any counsel to take, anything 
to be done. 

Except to wait, wait and see what came of it How 
long the hours seemed ! for hours passed on and he 
did not return. As twilight and night came on, 
sliadowy and bitter cold, what shadows of suspense, 
what cold shudders of dread haunted their aching 
hearts ! Will he come back at all ? Will he speak 
to us ? Will he forgive us ? Will he ever love us 
after this 1 Such were the hard questions which kept 
up a continual knocking at the door of these haunted 
hearts, and a desponding voice within was constant!) 
answering — Never. 

Hannah's ignorance of what bad transpired waf 
certainly a subject for gi*atitude. She wondered when 
she returned to the . kitchen what had become oi 
George ! and when they told her that he had takeii 
his cap and gone out, she wondered that he should go 
out such a cold afternoon. She wondered still more 
that he had leil his sea-chest there in the middle oi 
the floor, in si^vVa of all the fears she had exjnrened 
about the cocVio^cXiea. k^i^ >sJ[ter she had exhausted 
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herself with wondering that he did not come home 
to tea, that he should bo so fond of gadding, and 
so indifferent to fireside joys (Hannah, be it liero re- 
marked, was always jealous of his leaving the house 
for an hour), she still further evidenced her discontent 
by going to bed a little earlier than usual, muttering 
iw she went, "if he chooses to stay out until ten 
o'clock at night" (it was only a quarter to nine), " he 
can't expect folks as old as I am to set up fur him." 

He did not expect nor wish it. Not long after nine," 
the hour when he knew she invariably retired, his hand 
was on the door-latch ; and as he lifted it, the hearts 
of Margery and Angle, who sat watching and waiting 
by the fireside, leaped up also, and instinctively, moved 
by a common impulse, they rose to meet him, as if he 
had returned after weeks of absence, 

A stranger would have thought he had — for he 
walked straight up to his mother and embraced her 
tenderly; then drew Angie towards him, lifted her 
face gently, solemnly, just as he did when he parted 
from her so many years ago, and kissed her on the 
same spot on her forehead. Then the young girl knew 
she was forgiven ; and the old woman, clinging to her 
son, felt that she was blest. 

With what generous protective love he now gazed 
from one to the other, his left arm twined round and 
supporting his mother, his right hand clasping one of 
Angle's ! What a different expression his face wore 
from that which had distorted and clouded it a few 
hours ago 1 How serene he was ! What a depth of 
tenderness was reflected in his mild blue eyes 1 What 
a victory he had won over himself 1 

Yes, won over and for himself, God helping. There 
are some natures in the world that, like the cloudy 
sky the storm-lashed ocean, have a power and depth 
by means of which their atmosphere is cleared, their 
serenity regained, without foreign aid, through their 
own iiJierent forces. Creorge's was one of those gi'eat 
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Bonls that needed only to be left to itself a while. No 
earthly power had helped him — ^he had simplj come 
to his better self; and when he spoke, when he called 
them both by name, there was a touching melody and 
pathos in his deep, earnest tones. ^'Dear mother, 
dear Angie/' he said. '' I have come back to tell yoa 
that Pve got over it. It was a great shock, but Fre 
been thinkuig about it. I understand it better now ; 
you mustn't mind my feeling it so much at first. I 
couldn't help it, you know. But it's all right now ; 
we'll never speak of it, we'll never think of it again 1" 

He would have been content to let the matter rest 
here — ^but not they ; they were far from content. 
With one voice they both cried, " George, can you 
forgive us 1 are you sure you can, and will 1" 

*' Mother, Angie," he resumed, in reply, " when 
God's hand was heavy upon me, when I saw in each 
day's starvation, and misery, and chains a just punish- 
ment for my wasted youth, my ingratitude, my hard, 
revengeful heart, I vowed again and again to pardon 
ray fellow-creatures every injury, known or unknown, 
as I hoped and prayed God would some day have pity 
on and pardon me. He has mercifully heard my 
prayer — Heaven forbid that I should defraud him or 
wrong my own soul by taking back the vow f 

Awed by the solemnity of his voice and words, his 
hearers trembled and remained silent. 

" Do you think,'' he earnestly continued, " that when 
toiling under an African sun I pined for one breath of 
Jersey air, when there was no heaven to my mind like 
the heaven of home, when I would gladly have died 
if I could but take my mother's hand in mine (and he 
pressed the withered hand), or have one more look at 
the face I loved best in the world (and he gazed fondly 
into Angie's eyes), do you think then I asked myself— 
what or how much I was to you I No I the less the 
better, for your sakes ; I only knew, I only felt, that 
you were life, luai^i^mesS) everything to me." 
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"And now," he exclaimed, with fresh fervour, the 
flobs of the two women alone interrupting him, — " now 
that I am a free man, and at home once more, with 
you in my arms, mother, with you, Angle, by my side, 
do you think I can have it in my heart to reproach 
you because, when I gave you reason to believe nothing 
but evil of me, you laid more guilt to my door than I 
really deserved 1 What had I ever been or done that 
should save me from the suspicion or disgrace that 
must light on somebody's head 1 Nothing ; it was all 
the other way. I had been a good-for-nothing scape- 
grace, to say the least. But let bygones be bygones ; 
and, please God, for the rest of my days Pll be so 
much better son to you, mother (and he gave her a 
filial hug), so much worthier friend to you, if you'll let 
me, Angie (and he laid his hand protectingly, beseech- 
ingly, on her head), that if fate parts us again 1*11 leave 
behind me no dark memories to poison your faith in 
me and blacken my good name." 

They tried, amid their sobs, to protest against this 
humility of his, to contradict his self-aspersions, but it 
was of no use. As usual, his generous nature had 
taught him to look away from the wrong he had 
suffered and remember only the wrong he had done, 
and, that he might forgive them with a better grace, 
he persisted in taking all the blame on his own 
shordders, — those broad shoulders of his that were 
always ready to bear everybody's burdens. 

And when they reiterated their assurances that they 
would have trusted him, that they had trusted him, 
more entirely than any other man living; that 
nothing but the evidence of their own senses had 
deceived them, he interrupted them with, " I know — 
I know — the evidence was damning — nobody can 
deny that ; — my rage against uncle Baultie, my des- 
peration and threats of vengeance, my skulking off 
as I did at dead of night, and that mitten of your 
own knitting, mother, — with my initials on it, that 
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you marked yourself, Angle !" then, in a tone of eager 
curiosity, he added, abruptly, " Who ripped out the 
markr 

"I," answered Angie, penitently, mortified as she 
thns acknowledged the suspicion which the act im- 
plied, — " I," that first night when she was asleep. 

" I thought so. Bless you, Angie ; whatever your 
own suspicions were, you saved me from public degra- 
dation and shame. Aunt Hannah may say what she 
will now, but with such evidence against me, and her 
wrath to back it, I shouldn't have stood much chance ; 
she'd have blasted my good name for ever. And her 
curaes on the owner of her bit of proof, — ^you were 
continually hearing them and trembling! Good 
Heavens ! you must have been glad when you learned 
that I was in my grave— a Judas's grave, though it 
was r 

They did not deny it, — they assented to it, if silence 
could be so interpreted. 

" And when I came back so unexpectedly, when 
you saw me in the court-house, when Bly stood up to 
testify, did you think then — 1 Of course you must 
have ! You did ! both of you. Your panic of fear, 
mother, when you rushed into my arms ! Your cry 
of terror, Angie," he exclaimed, as one recollection 
after another flashed upon him. " Did you think 
that fatal finger of his was pointed at me 1" 

" How could I help it T moaned Margery ; " how 
could I help it, Geordie, when my burstin* heart was 
pintin' the same way in spite o' me f 

" He had promised me," cried Angie, "and I 
believed him. I told him you were dead, and he 
promised — you were alive again, and I thought it was 
all over with you. I didn't know what I did ; "1 was 
mad with horror and fear !" 

V " He promised 1 — what, Bly ? It was you, then, that 
deceived him, being yourself deceived. I thought 
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it was Polly, poor Polly Stein; everybody thought 
so." 

" No, it was not Polly. She was in the court that 
day ; 1 paw her there niyselt'; but she was not in tlio 
prison ; she had nothing to do with it. It was I that 
planned all that mischief. Providence overruled my 
folly and blindness, but God knows I did it for the 
best." 

" Brave girl ! of course you did it for the best. I 
should be the last man to question that. You did it 
for the salvation of my good name. You tried to 
silence him for my sake. Tell me about it — tell me 
all." 

She told him as well as she could, in broken phrases 
and with a stammering tongue, he and Margery mute 
with wonder at her courage and the ready tact with 
which she had improved her opportunity. It was 
reserved for Bly when he should know the whole (and 
in justice to him, he was made at last to understand 
how unintentional was the deception that had been 
practised upon him), to dwell with rude eloquence 
upon the love and devotion with which she had pleaded 
her cause ; a love and devotion which the poor outcast 
depicted in the more glowing colours because to him 
they were things new and strange. But for the present 
the simple fact of the effort she had made in his behalf 
was enough for George, — was more than he could at 
once credit or comprehend. 

" Good God r he devoutly ejaculated, when she had 
finished, ^^ what things this dear girl has done, and 
dared, and suffered for my sake ! My share has been 
nothing to it. And yet you talk of forgiveness," he 
added, in a chiding tone, to his hearers, '' as if 1 had 
anything to forgive; I, whom it becomes rather to 
think of thanks, not for all you have done and tried 
to do to save and protect my good name (thougli I 
owe you much for that), but for the love that outlived 
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all, — that's what touches me, mother, — that's what I 
find it hard to believe in, Angie," — and his voice was 
stifled and broken with emotion. 

"And your cry, Angie, that terrible cry in the 
court-room," he continued, with difficulty mastering 
his agitation, and only by a great effort bringing 
his mind to a realization of the truth that was 
dawning upon him ; " it was not for him, then, after 

aiir 

" For him ? For whom V asked Angie, in surprise, 
and looking inquiringly into Greorge's face. 

" For Josselyn — Bullet, I mean. I — I thought — " 

" O George !" was the reproachful exclamation with 
which she interruptcjl and relieved his hesitatioD, 
" did you suppose 1 could ever care for such a wretch 
eSter that night T 

" What night, Angie ]" 

" The night that you bade me good-bye, George,— 
the night that was the beginning of our five years' 
misery." 

" I feared — I mistrusted — 0, what shall I say 1 In 
a word, then, I was blind — I was a fool, Angie — but I 
see ! — I see now V (her blushes and tears at this 
moment were greater telltales than her tongue), " and 
for the future I will be a wiser, and you may believe 
me, a happier man. Dearest mother, dearest Angie, 
if your hearts have been so true to. a poor fellow in 
spite of the crimes of which you have believed him 
guilty, I am sure you will not love him less now that 
his innocence is proved. O, such love pays for all! 
Only forget the past, mother, just as if it had never 
been ; only keep on loving me, darling girl (he had 
drawn the darling girl so close to him that he whis- 
pered this last petition in her ear), and I for one shall 
not think all I have suffered, and ten times more, if 
need be, too great a price to pay for so much hap- 
piness.'* 

And relea^g t\i^m \>Qth from the embrace in which 
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he had clasped them as he spoke, he turned hastily 
away to hide the not unmanly tears which he could 
no longer restrain. 

Margery drew a long sigh — one of those sighs of 
relief, so familiar to her acquaintances of former days, 
but latterly never indulged in — a deep expressive sigh, 
on whose breath the accumulated burden of years 
seemed to be exhaled and dissipated. 

"What shall I render unto the Lord for all his 
benefits towards me ?" she fervently exclaimed. Then, 
for the first time in many years, assuming the pre- 
rogative which became her as head of the household, 
and instinctively fulfilling to the letter the pious 
custom of her husband, — since his death fallen into 
disuse, — she said, authoritatively, "Let us consult 
God's holy word. My son, read the one hundred and 
sixteenth psalm." 

George reverently took the old family Bible from 
the shelf and obeyed her. 

Then the old woman fell on her knees — those knees 
that never again were to tremble with apprehension of 
human wrath, and folded together in peace those 
hands no longer the index to a troubled soul. Then 
the tongue that for years had cleaved to the roof of 
her mouthy was loosed, the voice that horror and 
dread had well nigh palsied broke forth mellow and 
clear, the gift that had once made Margery Eawle 
the leader of church and prayer-meeting descended 
mightily upon her, and George and Angie, feeling 
their souls taught of the Spirit, followed where she 
led the way, and united in the offering of praise and 
thanksgiving which her inspired tongue laid on the 
altar of the Most High, 

And thus these hearts, haunted so long by painful 
memories and mighty dread, mercifully released at last, 
exorcised, purified, blest, were rendered unto Heaven 
Toluntary sacrifices, consecrated gifts, — the only accept- 
able sacrifices, the. only worthy gifts, which humanity 
can render under God for all his benefits. 
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CHAPTER XXXr. 

TUE DARK SIDE OF THE PICTURE. 

No formal and connected narmtive of tbe circuni- 
stances attending the death of Baultie Rawle was over 
extracted from Nicholas Bly, nor were charges* against 
any parties prefeiTed by him of sufficient coherency 
and weight to warrant the interference of government 
or the apprehension of suspected individuals. Such 
hints and explanations as dropped from the wretched 
man were chiefly in the form of spontaneous con- 
fessions and involuntary acknowledgments made to 
George, who, after allowing him a few weeks in which 
to recuperate the strength expended on the day of the 
trial, visited him frequently in his cell, aided in the 
fulfilment of the promises held out to him as a motive 
for confession by ministering to his necessities, and 
inspired him with a degree of confidence which the 
jailer and the prison chaplain had failed to awaken. 
Disjointed and fragmentary as these hints were, 
enough could easily be gathered or conjectured from 
them to throw light upon whatever mysteries con- 
nected with this foul transaction still remained 
unsolved. 

It did not appear, nor was it by any means probable, 
that Bly was otherwise than a stranger to Bullet, until 
a period immediately i)receding the Christmas races 
at Stein's Plains, when Bullet, who had a keen eye for 
the choice of his tools, contrived to bring him under 
his diabolical influence. Employed in the first place 
as a pander to the vices and frauds of this high- 
Landed villaiu, \>e\\e\\ug in him implicitly as an aris- 
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tocrat and a gentleman, BI7 was readily induced to 
lend himself to ciimes of greater magnitude, varnished 
and gilded as they were by the artful' hand of this 
magnate in villany. Not nntil their design of 
extracting money from Baultie Bawle, through the 
agency of George, had signally failed, did Bullet 
broach the more desperate scheme which was finally 
resolved on, and in the fulfilment of which this cool 
and practised knave took care to place Bly always in 
the foreground, shrouding himself in such obscurity, 
guarding himself by such nice precautions, that not 
even so much as his delicate foot-print on the snow 
could be brought up as evidence against him, and that 
Hannah Bawle alone protested against the otherwise 
universal belief that but one individual had been 
engaged in the transaction. 

And yet Bly persisted to the last, and doubtless 
with truth, that while assenting to the plan of midnight 
robbery, he had never meditated murder ; that while 
coveting Baultie's chest of gold, he had been no party 
to any scheme of further outrage ; that even in the 
final struggle he shrank from the old man's cries, and 
would have had pity on his gi*ay hairs, and fied from 
the house empty-handed, but for the stern command 
of his leader, and plainly his master-spirit. Bullet 
With bitter and vindictive reproaches, aggravated by 
the keen pangs of remorse, which now preyed upon 
Lim, Bly told how, at the critical moment. Bullet 
perceiving the old man's obstinate defence of his 
property, sprang upon the scene armed with the 
broken sleigh runner, and flinging the fatal missile 
within reach of his accomplice, charged him with 
a terrible threat to strike hard, and strike home, and 
silence the old brute's cries. 

" And then when I'd done as he bade me," continued 
Bly, " and he'd disposed of the old ooman (and a tough 
job he -had of it, for she was a she- wolf to deal with), 
to see him set down an* overhaul the money-box, an' 
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count out the casji as cool as ef we'd 'amed it by an 
honest day's work, an' slip all the gold into his own 
pocket, an' trample on the old man's body afore it was 
cold, an' laugh at me for a white-livered fool ; — ^ah ! I 
tell yer, Mister Geordie, that's but the begin iiin' o' the 
dark deeds that I've seen done under his flag ; but be- 
cause it was the fust, an' as fur's I was consarned, the 
blackest, it'll haunt me to my dying-day, an' foller me, 
like my shadder, inter the world to come that the 
parson tells about. Bless yer stars, Mister Geordie, 
that when yer fortunes was low, an' yer friends was 
false, you never gave ear to my bad counsels, much 
less put yerself in the power o' that limb o' Satan, 
Bullet. Do you know, Mr. George " (and here Bly 
raised himself in bed, and gazed with admiriug wonder 
in the young man's honest face), " do yer know why I 
believe in you, an' trust in you, more'n in anybody 
else, even the parson, an' he ain't a bad feller either ? 
Wall, I'll tell yer. It's because you're the only man 
that ever I see fight the devil an' beat him when once 
he had yer down." 

No confession of Ely's served to implicate either 
Diedrich or Peter Stein in the cruel outrage which lay 
so heavy on his own conscience. Diedrich was doubt- 
less not only ignorant, but innocent of the whole trans- 
action, except so far as (to quote Ely's charge against 
him in court), that tavern of his was the nest where 
all the mischief of the Jerseys was hatched. 

His son, however, though guiltless of any participa- 
tion in the crime, could not be thus wholly exonerated 
from a knowledge of its authors, except on the plea 
which Bly always inserted in his favour, namely, that 
Pete was such a thick-headed numskull, and for the 
most part so muddled with rum, that it was doing him 
too much credit to say that he really knew anything. 
It was true, that all the phlegm of his Dutch ancestry 
had in him degenerated into downright stupidity. 
Still, Bullet had found either in his dulneas or his wit 
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tlie material for a useful, though a mean and despicable 
tool, and Peter had been in league with the lordly 
villain at an earlier date even than Bly. It was by 
means of his landlord's son, indeed, that Bullet gauged 
the character and abilities of the various rogues that 
came under his eye and marked his future accomplice. 
It was Peter's knowledge of the training and accom- 
plishments of George's mare which insured success to 
her competitor in the race, for it was no other than 
Peter's ^miliar voice which whistled Nancy off her 
course. It was his compliant tongue which first gave 
hidt of his uncle's Baultie' s possessions, and which 
finally threw light upon the nearest road to his house, 
his personal habits, the whereabouts of his strong-box. 
Peter^s attic room, too, was the secret rendezvous of 
his fellow-conspirators ; it was here that they met by 
appointment on the night of the murder, and here that 
Bullet, after returning from his visit to Angle, proved 
himself ready for any game that offered, high or low, 
by beguiling the time until midnight in playing at old 
sledge with the maudlin youth and winning his last 
cent. 

Although, as Bly acknowledged in further extenua- 
tion of Peter, they did not leave him that night until 
he was stretched on the floor in a drunken stupor, in 
which he, no doubt, lay until long after the murder 
had got wind, and the murderers made their escape 
from the neighbourhood, it was next to impossible that 
he should have been ignorant of the parties concerned 
in the atrocious deed. That his stupidity did not 
amount to ignorance, and that his conscience failed to 
acquit him of a share in the guilt, were evidenced by 
the persevering secrecy which he maintained on the 
subject; a secrecy which, considering the shallowness 
of his brains and their frequent bewilderment with 
drink, must have been due to the instinct of self- 
preservation. 

But though safe from justice and the retributions of 
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the law, who can tell how large a share fear, horror, 
and remorse might have had in hurrying the young 
man to his ruin? and how busily these haunting 
spectres had been employed in digging the grave — a 
drunkard*!^ grave — which had long been yawning for 
him? 

" I tell yer, Mister George," exclaimed Bly, after 
alluding to the easy prey which Peter had been to the 
arts of Bullet, " that man was one that had a stomach 
fur everything that was a goin', and was as cool an* as 
greedy as a shark. He even knew how to make the 
most of his bad luck. Do you remember the arm he 
earned in a handkercher, an' the wound they nussed 
up so careful for him at Stein's ? Wal, that was an 
ugly gash that he got with a cutlass, not long afore, 
a boardin' a misfort'nate brig — so I lamed arterwards 
from one o' the gang ; — and Bullet made it tell there 
among the country folks, an' 'specially 'mong the gals, 
as ii* it had been a ginteel wound, an' he the hero of a 
man o' war. And as to 'propriatin' whatever come 
handy, great or small, it was a caution jest to see what 
a talent he had fur that. It made me open my eyes, 
an' I wan't no chicken either, to see him walk into 
your gi'eat-coat the cold night we went out on that 
murdeiin' business. Why, he took it down from a peg 
on the wall as unconsamed as you please, buttoned 
every button up snug, an' drew them woollen mittens 
o' yourn on to his sleek white hands more like a 
student lad in a consumption that was goin' a sleigh 
ridin' with the gals, than a hardened son o' the devil 
that was bound on an errand o' blood. But number 
one was his motter, an' his own comfort was a thing 
he knew how to look out fur; why, he'd lord it like a 
prince over old Stein in the parlour, make love to his 
darter, to her ruin, in the kitchen, cheat Pete out of 
his last copper at old sledge, steal your coat, wind up 
with the murder o' yer old uncle, an' sleep as sound 
arter his night's work as a farmer boy arter a hudkia' 
frolic !" 



THE DAtlK SIDE Of TUE PICTURE. 401 

"My great-ooat, Blyl" cried George, catching 
eagerly at the one clause in this summary of crime, 
which, thougli thrown out merely in illustration of 
Bullet's light-fingered propensities, had a deeper sig- 
nificance than this to the owner of the garment. " My 
coat, with the metal buttons, that I left in Peter's room 
at the tavern 1 What more about that, Ely ? I have 
an interest at stake there/' 

" You hope to recover the property, do yer ]" 
queried Bly, with a mingling of simplicity and face- 
tiousness. 

*^ I have recovered it. My folks at home have had 
it laid up in lavender these five years." 

" Yer don't say so I That's a tough story for me to 
swaller 1 I can't make that out no how." 

The expression of Bly's face was a mixture of 
wonder and incredulity. 

" Jest tell a feller how that 'ere thing came about, 
if yer can." 

George related the tragical particular attending the 
recovery of the clothing; the time and place of the 
discovery of the corpse, and its supposed identification, 
making no comment, offering no conjecture, purposely 
leaving Bly to an unbiassed deduction from the facts, 
and earnestly hoping that he would be able to fill in 
the meagre outline and explain the mystery. 

Nor was he disappointed. Bly listened with the 
intense eagerness, the sharpened curiosity, of one who 
had a vital interest in every word. Kepressed passion 
distorted his features, fierce conviction dilated his eye, 
as George proceeded, and almost before his tale was 
completed they burst forth in the words, "The all- 
fired rascal ! Here we have him at his own work 
agin. So, Cock Koger, my fine feller, that was the 
end you come ter, was it ] I allers mistrusted you'd 
meet with foul play l" 

These explosions, though significant, were enigmati- 
cal to George, and the deep mutterings ajad impreca* 
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tions against the pirate captain which succeeded, 
merely proved that George's story had excited in Bly 
suspicions that were fresh fuel to his rage against 
Bullet But by patiently waiting for the storm to 
subside, and adroitly leading the mind of Bly back to 
memories connected with the man whose &te he 
seemed to deplore, George at length gleaned the 
following facts : — 

During the few days which interrened between the 
murder of Baultie Eawle and the sailing of a vessel, 
nominally a merchantman, commanded by Boger, but 
in reality the pirate craft of Bullet, Bly had, with 
others of the crew, found a lurking-place in a dis- 
reputable haunt just on the edge of the wharf from 
which their vessel, then lying at anchor in the stream, 
had lately cleared. Frequent disputes and quarreb 
had here arisen between the members of the gang, who 
spent most of their time in gambling, and were usually 
more or less inflamed with brandy ; but the most 
noticeable and obstinate difficulty was one which 
occurred between Bullet and Boger, hitherto the 
most fully trusted and esteemed of his men. This 
contest had its origin in a division of the profits 
resulting from some illicit transaction, and the property 
stolen from George, and accepted by Roger as a make- 
weight in his share of the spoils, gave rise to the fierce 
dispute which ensued. Cock Boger, who had some- 
what reluctantly consented to receive the coat in lieu 
of a considerable sum, which he claimed as his due, was 
proportionately elated at discovering the watch, which, 
hitherto concealed in the breast-pocket, had escaped 
the notice and the clutches of Bullet But his 
triumph was cut short by a demand for its resti- 
tution on the part of Bullet, who secretly chafed at 
being worsted by his subaltern, and covetous of the 
watch, a valuable timekeeper, swore that it was not 
included in the bargain. High words succeeded. 
'Accusations and threats were not wanting on either 
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side. For once the authority of Bullet was defied ; 
Roger maintained his ground, and the quarrel seemed 
about to terminate in a personal struggle and wrestle 
for the prize, when, abruptly, and to the amazement ' 
of the spectators. Bullet, finding his antagonist reso- 
lute, ceased to urge his claim, sufiered the dispute to 
subside, and scented, by his sudden withdrawal from 
the contest, to acquiesce in Roger's view of the case. 

" Bat nobody congraterlated him," was Bly's com- 
ment on this point of his narrative. " Not a man on 
lis would ha' dared to pocket the watch under them 
*ere circumstances. We all felt it wan't paid fur yet. 
Cock Roger was a brave feller, though ; too brave for 
the cap'n by half. He went about his business jest as 
if nothin' had happened ; but he'd better ha' been the 
one to cave in. It wan't nat'ral in the cap'n, an' it 
wan't safe. The watch cost Roger a big enough price 
'fore he'd done with it." 

" You think it cost him his life," said George. 

'* Think, Mister George 1 I thcmght so at the time ; 
now I know. It was the night 'fore we sailed that 
they had the row. The cap'n managed to keep Roger 
busy ashore until he had sent us all aboard. Them 
two were to foller sometime arter midnight in the 
cap'n's gig. Only one on 'em ever come up the ship's 
side. * Roger was late,' the cap'n said ; * the tide 
sarved, an' he couldn't wait for him. No great loss,' 
he muttered, and then he give orders to weigh anchor 
an' be off*. The tide sarved, no doubt, an' swept Cock 
Roger inter etamity. It was no wonder the cap'n 
couldn't wait; an' as to raissin' him — wal, I never 
heard much said on that score, an' there were no ques- 
tions asked ; but there was one aboard, I can tell yer, 
that missed him, an' mistrusted the end he'd come ter, 
an' often expected, in a dark night, to see his ghost 
come climbin' up the bowsprit. He was a handsome, 
light-complectered feller. Mister Geordie, an' about 
your height an' build — the best o' the gang, an' the 
dd2 
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most of a man, to my tbinkin', Give 'em fair play 
au' he'd a beat Bullet, out an' out — and so the rascal 
give him foul play, which was more in his line, an' 
pr'aps saved Cock Koger, arter all, from a wuss fate. 
There's a sayin', yer know, 'them that are bom to be 
hung '11 never be drowned,' an Cock Roger was meant 
for a better fate than the cap'n's a comin' ter, if he 
was a London cockney, an' Bullet, as he purtended, a 
gentleman bom." 

Bly would have dilated at length upon the event 
which had been elucidated and explained by the com- 
parison of facts between himself and George; but 
George, sickened and shocked at the final act of 
depravity thus exhibited, shrank from further com- 
ments or details, and was glad to escape at length 
from the presence of Bly, and from the picture of 
crime, which together they had conjured up. For 
Bly's sake, too, he forbore dwelling upon a topic cal- 
culated to excite the angry emotions which true 
benevolence sought to quiet and dissipate in the mind 
of the dying man. He devoutly trusted that the veil 
being at length removed from the last of those 
mysteries which the hand of Bullet had woven, he 
should be spared any further acquaintance with the 
vile practices of one whose career had been so sin- 
gularly interwoven with his own. 

One phase, however, still remained to the comple- 
tion of the moral portrait of a man, the cruel de- 
pravity of whose nature seemed only equalled by its 
corresponding meanness and cowardice. 

" You've been i^ayiug a visit to poor Bly, I believe, 
sir," was^the remark addressed to George by the prison 
chaplain, whom he met in one of the corridoi's jusb 
after leaving the sick man's cell. 

George assented by an affirmative not, and added a 
few words of compassion for the prisoner's wasted and 
hopeless condition. 

♦* Yes," responded the minister, an earnest, intelligent 
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missionary, whose services at the prison were volun- 
tarily rendered, "it's a terrible thing to see death 
fasten itself upon a fellow-being whose abuse of life has 
steeped him, soul and body, in corruption already. 
And yet Bly isn't the worse man in the world. His 
ignorance of everything except what the animal 
instincts teach is pitiable. His appeal on the score of 
this ignorance of good, and of that early initiation into 
evil, which was the only education he ever had, is 
almost childlike, and touches me deeply. It is an 
appeal which will avail him, I am sure, at Heaven'^ 
bar, though I am by no means hopeless that he will 
carry with him there .the more cei-tain passport of a 
penitent and forgiven soul. No, Bly is not the worst 
man I ever saw; but I'll tell you. Captain Bawle, 
who is" — and pointing towards the door of a vaulted 
and well-secured cell in which Bullet was awaiting his 
execution, the chaplain continued, in a sad and 
meditative tone — "that man there has revealed to 
me more of the possible degradation of our human 
nature than I ever saw before or expect to see 
again. 

*' His crimes have not the same palliation as those 
of Bly, or the other poor fellows of his gang. He has 
evidently had some early opportunities, and at least 
affects education and refinement, though he has debased 
them into education in sin and refinement in cruelty. 
God knows the processes by which his heart has been 
turned to flint, and God has the means, I doubt not, 
to soften it. But I have lost all hope of serving as 
his instrument." , 

" He scoffs at religion, I dare say," remarked 
George; "insults you, perhaps, when you name it 
to him." 

"Oh, that wouldn't discourage me," replied the 
chaplain. " I have not laboured in our city prisons 
these ten years without being used to all that. But 
my time^ or rather God's time, usually comes at last, 
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and I have learned to wait patiently for it. The 
scoffer discourages me the least of all men — especially 
in cases of criminals condemned to death." 

« Bullet, tlien, does not fear death T 

" Ah, captain, there's my trouble, and the secret of 
my discouragement. The man is so entirely possessed 
with, and given oyer to this fear, that he is insensible to 
everything else. I don't mean fear of the hereafter ; 
I can't detect a spark of that It is simply an abject, 
craven fear of the gallows. As the time draws near 
for his execution he is losing all his self-control ; even 
his pride and impudence are forsaking him. He creeps 
to the very knees of the head jailer, and entreats the 
lowest turnkeys to solicit the mercy of government for 
him. During the time that I spend with him he can 
speak and thmk of nothing but the chances' of a re- 
prieve. There is not, of course, a shadow of chance 
for him, and I have told him so plainly." 

" But he cannot realize it ? — wiU not believe it V* 

" He will believe nothing — realize nothing but this 
nightmare of dread. The attendants ridicule and de- 
spise the poor wretch ; and even I, Captain Kawle, in 
spite of my cloth" — and here the clergyman seemed to 
address George confidentially (everybody, somehow, 
recognised and confided in George's sympathetic quali- 
ties) — " I confess to you that I had hoped to find in 
this bad man the one virtue of courage, even though 
it were of the ruffianly sort. It would have been a 
better groundwork of hope than a state of mind that 
is debasing and brutalizing him to the last degree. 
Upon my word I believe it will end in their being 
compelled to drag him to the gallows at last Young 
man, you are a Christian ; I know it by your deeds of 
charity to Ely" — and the minister grasped George's 
hand — "pray for me that I may be inspired with 
some power to help and sustain this degraded fellow- 
creature." 

But prayers and efforts failed to arrest the fulfilment 
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of the chaplain's prophecy ; and when the day of exe- 
cution came it was verified to the letter. 

Here was revenge for Hannah, if she still sought 
and coveted it. But Hannah was not so unlike the 
rest of the community that she could derive satisfac- 
tion from such horrors. Hannah's mood was altered 
— ^humbled. She sat often with the Bible open on her 
lap, ireading chiefiy, I must confess, the psalms of de- 
liverance and the prophetic warnings of an avenging 
God; but she listened now in silence, sometimes in 
tears, to reports that from time to time reached her of 
the sufferings and penitence of Bly, and showed no 
such bitter rancour towards Bullet as might once have 
bden anticipated from her. I do not think she would 
have liked to have them go free and unpunished alto- 
gether of God or man. Her ideas of justice and retri- 
bution were still stringent But she did not now 
seek to have any voice in the matter. " She had 
washed her hands of them," she said, and was content 
to leiEive them in the hands of Heaven and the law. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

A FABEWELL GLIMPSE. 

We have taken the liberty to pry into the secrets, 
probe the hearts, and sift the lives of the inmates of 
the Bawle cottage for five years past. What forbids 
our taking one more observation before bidding them 
£irewell 1 

It is now about three weeks since George's return. 
It is a cold, clear afternoon in January — so cold that 
the snow, which is spread a foot deep over the Jersey 
meadows, is encrusted with a firm, icy surface — so 
clear thiEit the polished crust shines like a silver mirror^ 
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Bat it is warm as well as bright in-doors, for George, 
an hour ago, brought in a famous back-log and fore- 
stick, and piled the dry wood on top of them in a 
workman-like manner, so that the fireplace is primed 
for a long winter*s night. It is the one leisure hour of 
the day, between the early dinner and the equally 
primitive tea-time, when the kitchen is a model of 
neatness, when there is nothing especial expected of 
anybody, when even the cat stretches herself more at 
her ease, and purrs undisturbed in front of the fire, her 
paws just dipped in the warm ashes which fringe the 
bed of glowing embers. It is the hour when Hannah 
and Margery are accustomed to take a serious and 
premeditated pinch of snuff, when Hannah subsides 
into a nap and Margery into a fit of meditation, under 
the influence of this grateful little indulgence ; when 
the tea-kettle, pushed out to the end of the crane, 
ceases its hissing ; when no business is persevered in 
except on the part of the old clock, which keeps up its 
ticking behind the door, and of Angie's fingers, which, 
like those of the faithful time-piece, are impelled by 
such a spirit of industry that they are rarely known 
to be idle. 

The monotonous regularity of this non-occupation 
or semi-activity has been somewhat invaded since 
George's return. Only the other day it was at this 
hour that he resumed the impacking of his sea-chest, 
and now, again, to-day he has been claiming Angie's 
attention for a half hour or more. They have not been 
disturbing the old folks, however, for their employment 
has been an exclusive and quiet one, though mutually 
satisfactory. George has had the charts of his recent 
voyages spread upon the floor (there was no table in 
the house large enough), and he and Angie together 
have been tracing his ship's course, by means of the 
delicate lines pricked out with the point of a pin. 

Nothing could in themselves be more void of interest 
than these charts, blank white sheets, intersected by 
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lines of latitade and longitude, relieved only by here 
a sanken reef^ there an insignificant group of islands. 
Bnt George, who read in the long, serpentine course 
of his ship, traced by him from day to day, the his- 
tory of all those storms and lulls, head winds and 
calms, by the baffling or braving of which he had 
reached at last his desired haven, found in it a lively 
interest. To Angie it was but a line of dots, to be 
sure ; but love can fill a space no larger than a pin's 
point with visions as boundless as love itself; and 
Angie, seeing in each scarce perceptible dot a day of 
George's experience, felt, in thus recapitulating his 
voyages with him, that they were living over again 
together months and years of cruel separation. 

So they have been very happy over the charts ; but 
even making, as they did, the most of it, it was a 
short-lived enjoyment The charts are done with, are 
rolled up and placed upright in one corner, George is 
sitting at a window amusing himself with a book — an 
old history of travels which he has found somewhere ; 
Angie has resumed her work at an opposite window, a 
handkerchief I think it is which she is hemming, one 
of those grass-cloth handkerchiefs, which people who 
go to sea are so apt to bring home — a full-sized hand- 
kerchief — so she must be hemming it for George 
himself. It is a satisfaction to me, knowing him so 
well, to believe that among all the rare articles he has 
brought for other people, there is, at least, one trifling 
thing destined for his own use. 

But he interrupts her again. This time it is some- 
thing in his book which he wants to read to her — 
George is of such a sympathetic nature that he never 
can enjoy anything alone ; no, it is a print, a little 
wood-cut which he has discovered, and which she must 
see, for he crosses the room to show it to her. Now he 
stands leaning over her shoulder, pointing out this and 
that to her notice. " This is just the way they build 
their houses in Surinam 1 — that must be a mangrove 
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tree; Tve seen precisely such growing out there !" he 
adds, by way of illustrating the pictures. "And look 
here !" — turning the page — " you must read ihat de- 
scription ; this book is an account of travels in South 
America, and I can assure you it's all true." Then, 
as she reads, interrupting herself frequently With ex- 
clamations of interest or surprise, he confirms the text 
in a low voice with, "O, the sail up that river is 
delightful ! — ^you will like it, I am sure ; I was think- 
ing of you jdl the time I was there !" or " How I 
longed to have you breathing that delicious climate he 
tells about : it will do you a world of good ; it's just 
what you need Angle !" which last significant hints of 
his anticipations Ajogie does not hear, or pretends not 
to understand, for she makes no response, but seems 
absorbed in the book, so much so that Greorge forbears 
to interrupt her farther until she shall have finished 
the passage. 

Meanwhile Hannah had been sleeping soundly; 
Margery, too, quite unobservant of the young people, 
had been dreaming some pleasant day-dream or other, 
which was none the less pleasant that it suddenly ter- 
minated in a long drawn " Heigh-ho !" 

" Hallo ! What's that I hear T exclaimed George, 
turning towards her in glad surprise. " Why, mother, 
that's as welcome to my ears as an old tune 1 I thought 
I'd missed something. What's become of all the 
* heigh-hos ' and * ho-hums ' that I've been used to from 
a boy r 

" Dearie ^me ! George," responded Margery (George 
smiling significantly as another of the old expressions 
thus fell from her lips), I've had to smother my griefs 
and swaller them of late. They come to the sur&ce 
now. That's all." 

" And what's the matter, then, mother f he asked, 
with mock seriousness, for it was easy enough for any 
body to see that Margery was nowadays the embodi- 
ment of content, as she had formerly been of woe. 
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'^Alackaday! Nothing child. Only I was think- 
ing whether or no that pickle I made for the green 
ham didn't want seein' to f and rising, with alertness, 
the rejuvenated old woman trotted off to the pantry, 
where most of the work of the household was carried 
on. 

" It does my heart good to see her," commented 
George, as having watched her brisk step through the 
door-way he turned again towards Angle. "It's 
wonderful how she's coming round. Why, she looks 
ten years younger already !" 

" She does,'* returned Angle, in cordial assent, " and 
feels younger, too f an opinion which Angle proceeded 
to illustrate by a comparison of Margery's former 
feebleness and incapacity with her present activity and 
personal oversight of the household, offices which 
Hannah, who is her sister-in-law's senior by many 
years, and who is now more than willing to sink into 
the repose of old age, fortunately does not seem to 
begrudge her. 

" They'll not miss you so very much after all. Angle," 
continued George. "It would be vanity in you to 
believe the contrary. We shall be back here again 
before midsummer, and please God, find them well and 
hearty as ever." 

To which Angle only responded by shaking her 
head from side to side in the negative fashion, and 
bending lower than ever over her work. 

But George, meanwhile, was playfully trying to 
wrest her work from her, expostulating against it as 
unnecessary, and throwing out broad hints concerning 
a certain piece of India muslin (one of his gifts), 
which it was quite time for her to commence opera- 
tions upon. 

" You'll want it made up very soon, you know," he 
whispered. " You must wear it the day we send for 
the dominie j and in Surinam half a dozen such dresses 
wont be too many ; they all wear white in Surinam. 
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I wonder what they'll say to you out there (with un- 
mistakable elation in his tone) ; I wonder how they'll 
like you, my friend Harry, and the rest of them." 

" Not at all r* murmured Angle, " not at alL Don't 
speak of it^ George ! It can't be. It mustn't be. I've 
seen so many wretched days, the life, the spirit, is all 
gone out of me. I never shall be bright or young 
again. It mi;;ht have been once, but not now." 

To which George simply said, "Nonsense !" 

And then when she persisted, sighed, and let a tear 
drop on her work, he snatched the work from her hand, 
told her she was nervous, depressed ; that he was sure 
she must be ill ; she needed fresh air and change of 
scene. She must go to New York with him the next 
day, see the fashions, and visit the landlady of the 
" Pipe and Bowl," who only yesterday was inquiring 
for her; *'and meantime," he said, cheerily, putting 
his arms round her waist, lifting her from her chair, 
and at the same time giving her a hearty kiss (saucy 
fellow, he made nothing of kissing her nowadays), 
" come, and take a walk with me ! It will do you 
good." 

*'' But I am serious, George," sobbed Angie, tryiug, 
though quite in vain, to evade both his petition and 
his caress. " You know I love you ; shall always love 
you ; but you must let me stay here with the old folks. 
It's better so. Besides, I'm not worthy of you — ^you're 
80 good, and I — I wronged you so. I don't f<jel, some- 
how, as if I deserved to be happy." 

" You think because you've been miserable so long 
you're bound to be so always ; and because I've had to 
wait ^Ye years for my wife, I'm never to have her ; 
and because you've wronged me (though I don't allow 
that, Angie ; and if you love me, you'll never speak of 
it again), I'm not to be righted at last. O Angie ! 
jou're a silly girl, and your reasoning is absurd beyond 
anything. Come, get your things ! I never saw any- 

I7 that needed tia© fe^V «ic more than you do," 
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This was not the first time that Angie had thus 
disparaged herself, and tried to convince George of 
her un worthiness to be his wife ; possibly, it was not 
the last. But things were changed since their old days 
of courtship, when George's love shrank abashed at 
every obstacle raised by Angie. The resolution, the 
confidence, were all on his side now ; and what argu- 
ment or raillery failed to accomplish, were brought 
about through powers in which he had gained 
wonderful proficiency during those years of suffering 
and banishment which had developed arid invigorated 
his manhood. But Love's eloquence expresses itself 
in whispers, which it would be meanness to overhear, 
treachery to make public, and in looks that love only 
can interpret ; so though Angie's scruples, on the 
present occasion, were only silenced by George's 
reasoning, the looks and words of love that prevailed 
at last, and left the victory with him, must be matters 
of suspicion, except so far as they were revealed by the 
smiles and blushes, which, as she left the room, in 
gentle and compliant mood, to prepare for her walk, 
shone through her tears, and played over her face in 
rainbows. 

She returned equipped in cloak and hood, — a new 
scarlet cloak, — Hannah's gift. Hannah, who had 
always kept the purse, had, it seemed, a secret horde, 
and was resolved that Angie, "our Angie," as she 
called her, should be fit to be seen, now that she went 
regularly to Church with the captain ; and the faded 
hood was freshened up, too, with wonderful art and 
boasted a bright cherry lining to mat<3h the cloak. 

With what mutual satisfaction they set forth on 
their wintry excursion ! How exultantly they breasted 
the clear sharp wind, drawing in new life and exhilar- 
ation of spirits at every breath ! How daintily and 
cautiously Angie trod the glistening snow-crust at 
fii-st, and with what a bold and elastic step at length, 
lis she gradually acquired confidence in her own sure^ 
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footedness, and realized what a firm stay she possessed 
in the arm on which she leaned ! How strongly and 
tenderly George supported the dear girl and guided 
her steps I With what joy and pride he gazed upon 
her as she tripped lightly beside him 1 And she was 
a pretty object, even for less partial eyes than George's. 
The scarlet cloak and hood produced such a gay and 
janty effect, sported on her graceful figure, and con- 
trasted with the spotless snow I Her cheeks, still 
pale, and not quite so rounded as they had once been, 
glowed with exercise and caught radiance from the 
gorgeous clouds that fringed the western horizon, and 
the saucy wind curled and rippled the jetty locks that 
escaped coquettishly from her hood (it must be con- 
fessed, though I whisper it between the bars of a 
parenthesis, that a dash of the old coquetry, the 
French comme U /aui, had again crept into Angle's 
dress and air, though her character was guiltless of its 
taint). I wonder if George had ever detected any 
diminution in the beauty which he had worshipped of 
yore. I'll warrant not. He was not one to spy out 
flaws or detect imperfections in the woman he loved. 
His heart was sure rather to idealize its object. Worn, 
harassed, distressed, Angie had appeared to him at 
first, but how could it be otherwise? There was 
cause enough for it, Heaven knew. The change great 
as it was, had but proved a fresh claim to his tender- 
ness and sympathy, and since then, — why, she was 
more beautiful than ever in his eyes. 

Nor were his eyes so far wrong either. If love is 
often deceived and blind, it is none the less certain 
that happiness is a miraculous beautifier, and joy had 
day by day been illumining, harmonizing, rejuvenating 
the form and features of Angie until the once dashing 
and brilliant traits of the girl were put to shame by 
the softer graces of her purified and ripened woman- 
hood. So George was not so very far wrong, when 
in answer to Aii^<^'% protest against some excessive 
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adulation of his, on tlie ground that she was too old 
and faded now to be cheated, as she used to be, by 
flattery, he exclaimed, " Why, Angie, I was just think- 
ing that if you kept on improving at the rate you 
have for the last five years, you'd be an angel before 
your time/' 

Yes, it really seemed a pity that these two had the 
road all to themselves this winter afternoon, they were 
such a handsome couple, such an ornament to the 
landscape. George, so vigorous, so well-formed, and 
manly, Angie, so graceful, piquant and radiant, and 
both so animated with the sentiment which is the 
(30ul of all beauty ! They did not think it a pity, 
however. All the world could not have added to 
the happiness tbey had in one another. A single 
presence more intrusive than that of the little snow- 
birds that now and then hopped in their path, might, 
and probably would, have subtmcted something from 
the ecstasy of the pleasure with which, " the world 
forgetting and by the world forgot," they moved with 
buoyant, almost dancing steps, over the surfax^ of the 
polished snow-crust, defying winter, and with a whole 
ripe summer in their hearts. 

They made a circuit of some three miles in their 
•walk, returning by the way of the tavern, where, 
according to their intention at setting out, they 
stopped and went in. A visit to the tavern was now, 
on their part, of daily occurrence at least. What a 
sudden change of scene from the bracing air and sun- 
set glow without to the close atmosphere and dark 
gloomy aspect of the tavern kitchen, where, on their 
entrance, old Stein, restless and nervous, was groping 
about, fumbling now and then at the drawers of an 
old secretary and shivering with cold, for the fire on 
the hearth had been suffered, perhaps encouraged, to 
go out, and the solitary stick of wood had split into 
two thin and blackened brands, which stood upright 
against the andirons. George walked to the &&- 
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place, and taking the tongs stirred the smouldering 
embers, relaid the fuel and kindled a blaze, unrebuked 
of his uncle, who stood vacantly looking on, and when 
the flame was lighted crept up and spread his thin 
hands in front of it, with the same satisfaction with 
which he would once have warmed himself at some- 
body's else fire. 

Angie, in the meantime, had proceeded directly up- 
stairs to a comfortable upper room, the door of which 
stood ajar. She had no occasion to knock — she was 
too frequent, too welcome a visitor to this room to 
stand on ceremony. An instant's pause at the 
threshold, however, and an oblique cast of the head, 
told how attentively, anxiously, she was listening to 
the deep, hard-drawn breathing of some sufferer 
within; then, iDstinctively unclasping her red cloak 
and thrawing it, as also her gay hood, over the balus- 
ter of the staircase (such gay trappings were out of 
place here), the neat figure, clad in sober brown, slid 
noiselessly, as was her wont, into the sick room. She 
was welcomed by a thin, imploring hand, a gesture of 
distress, and an " O Angie !" that was more expressive 
than any complaint 

*' You don't feel so well, do you, Polly T she said, 
in a sympathetic tone, as she lifted the sufferer s head, 
and rearranged her pillow ; '* have you had your 
drops T and on Folly's making a sign in the negative, 
Angie took bottle and spoon from the mantelpiece, and 
administ^rcki the dose with the confidence of one to 
whom the act was familiar. Then she sat down beside 
the bed a while, noted and inquired pitifully concern- 
ing each increased symptom of pain, and tried to soothe 
and comfort the poor thing, who moaned like a fretful, 
exhausted child. And when at last she ha^ moaned 
herself into an uneasy doze, Angie moved gently about 
the room, prepared 7nedicine and nourishment for the 
night, and then, as Folly still slept, crept downstairs 
to the kitchen. Here Qeorge was equally engaged ia 



A FAREWELL GLIMPSE. 417 

an office of sympatliy and benevolence, for Stein, with 
chair drawn up close beside that of his nephew, was 
making mysterious and confidential communications 
to him, and with an agonized expression was seeking 
his aid and advice. This was not unusual. Frequently, 
since George's return, he had been summoned to the 
tavern to protect the feeble old man from the assaults 
of his son, who, though broken and enfeebled by the 
grossest intemperance, became, when fully inflamed by 
liquor, intractable and dangerous, especially to his 
father, against whom, on these occasions, he always 
seemed infuriated. This danger and dread was averted 
for the present by the agency of George, who, since 
Polly came home to die, had found it more than ever 
important to dispose of Peter, and secure the peace of 
the household, by consigning him to the county jail, 
where he had often already been temporarily com- 
mitted on charges of drunkenness, and where for the 
present he was confined. But for George, Polly would 
have breathed out her life among outcasts, possibly 
died of starvation. He had found her by chance in 
some wretched haunt to which he had been led with 
the benevolent purpose of seeking out and rescuing 
some of his sailors. Anyone else might have striven 
in vain to win her back to the protection of home and 
friends ; but if there had ever been beside love for her 
child one pure and unselfish sentiment to redeem 
Polly's nature from its corrupting associations, it was 
an admiring aflfection for her cousin George, an im- 
plicit faith in his goodness. She was, just then, too 
subdued to an unwonted docility, for her four-year- 
old babe, that had only half blossomed into life, and 
that yesterday, blasted as it were by its father's evil 
eye, had sunk into the torpor of death, had that very 
day been buried out of her sight. So, indifierent as 
to what became of her now, she had suffered him to 
lead her away. And the encouragements he had held 
out to the lost creature — ^the promise of pardon, pro- 
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tection, care, and kindness — ^had been fidthfully ful- 
filled. He liad done for her all that man could do, 
and Angle had done the rest 

But it was not of his children that Diedrich Steia 
was mysteriously whispering to Greorge. The burden 
of the old man's thoughts was now, as it had ever been* 
dollars and cents ; yes, literally the burden ; — ^in spite 
of all his disappointments, all his shame, the bitterest 
burden of all was his hoarded gold. Domestic sorrows, 
the blighting of his fondest hopes, the debility of old 
age, the approaching shadow of the grave, these had 
doubtless brought him to his present pass ; for Stein 
had enjoyed his petty rule, had loved his children, had 
clung to life, had feared to die. But he was insensible 
to these things now; his mind had become vacant, 
except on one point ; he was petrified to this world's 
grief, anxiety, disappointment, dread, and still there 
was one burden which weighed upon him — the weight of 
his own gold. O, strange retribution ! That the craft, 
the greed, the selfishness of a lifetime should end in 
this ! That all the motives, all the diplomacy, all the 
artifices of a subtle mind, should merge into one soli- 
tary purpose, and that purpose restitution. Yet so it 
was. Call it" superstition, call it morbid eccentricity, 
call it a heart haimted by avenging demons, that 
thwart its own will ; or follow after charity, and caU 
it rather a conscience awakened, a soul touched and 
taught of God, the result of this mis-spent life was the 
simple eflfort to atone. To recompense to every man 
his dues; to seek out, often by long and toilsome 
effort, each unconscious subject of double-dealing or 
fraud, and to transmit to him through some safe and 
unsuspected channel his exact rights, and no more (for 
Stein was miserly, even in his acts of indemnity), now 
engrossed the only unclouded remnant of the old man's 
Acuities. 

And George, the chief creditor, and destined to be 
the natural heir of his uncle, was also the sole confi- 
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dant and abettor of that scheme of restitution to which 
it may well be believed his honest nature lent itself 
with alacrity. Thus the frequent conferences between 
him and Stein ; thus the many transactions in which 
they were mutually engaged ; and thus when Angie 
softly entered the room, and laid her hand on George's 
shoulder to arrest his attention, a nervous start on the 
part of Stein, an abrupt jerking back of his chair, and 
mysterious gestures and hints of secrecy directed 
towards his nephew. 

" She's worse, George," said Angie. " I shan't leave 
her to-night." 

George looked up, interpreted the expression of her 
face, said, approvingly, " That's right ; I wouldn't ;" 
then added, ** I shall stay, too, of course ; you may 
want me." 

Angie thought not — said he had better go home, 
and come over for her in the morning ; but he was 
resolute, and it was well he was so. It would have 
been too sad a night for Angie to spend alone, and 
neither Stein nor a solitary woman servant, nearly as 
decrepit as himself, could be counted anybody. So he 
went back to the cottage, gave notice of their intended 
absence, and brought back a comfortable supper and 
some hot coffee for his uncle and Angie, and the old 
blue mandarin, to keep the latter comfortable during 
her long watch. 

Then, when everything was quiet for the night, he 
took his station at the kitchen fire^ and remained 
there, broad awake and listening, until just before 
dawn, when Angie called him. 

" George," she said, in a suppressed voice, " come I" 
In an instant he was at the head of the staircase, 
whence the voice proceeded. " She's going fast," 
whispered Angie. "She is talking — talking to her 
dead child. I want you to hear her — it is so 
touching." 

She was rambling in her talk, and for the most 
ee2 
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pari incohereiit ; but now and then an ezpresi 
wordy a oomieotod phiaaa^ xevealed the hopes, 
yearnings the vinona of a soul just yibratiog betw 
thia world and the next Already in spirit she '. 
oroawd the boondaryy and in the dim distance saw 
land where they dwell of whom Ohrist has said i 
oi maA is the idngdom of heaven. Often since 
death of her child vagne intimations had dropped fi 
her lips of a fidth bom of ignorance bat exalted 
love — a strange, nnreasonin^^ pathetic faith — wh 
promised her &at she should some day walk in wh 
hand in hand with the little one now in glory, 
sins all purged, her guilt all washed away, for the i 
and by the power of her child transfigured, her ii 
cent one made immortal. 

And this simple faith, this soul-assuring confidei 
was triumphant in her now. She did not see 
watchers by her bedside. Her glazed eyes were ra 
upward in rapt vision, her thin, wasted arms 
stretched for the eager embrace. "My beauty' 
baby 1 my own f she cried, ^' do you see me 1 da 
hear me ? it's mother." ** An angel ! — yes, an ai 
now again she murmured ; '' the sweetest, the d 
of them all ! — no tears I—no cold ? — no hung€ 
ling ? O, Fm so glad I Happy land 1— ^happy 

And I — I'm so tired — ^tired — ^tired ** and tl 

voice died away. Then, with the energy of 
hope, '* they wont take baby, and not let motl 
too. O, no, not that — not that !'' And os 
in the fervour of a final appeal, " My prec? 
pet I my blessing ! have you found a place for 
I'm coming-— coming — com ,'' 

The arm dropped heavily. She was gor 
poor, untaught soul, to learn, we will truf 
better land, of a love stronger than a moth 
than death and the grave ; gone to seek m 
power and f9r the sake gf Him who ga' 
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ransom for the sins of many j gone to reap some share, 
perhaps, in that redemption, which, greater than faith, 
greater than love, is " the infinite charity of God,*' 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

DiEDRiCH Stein outlived both his children (for the 
torch of Peter's sluggish life, which had blazed up so 
madly at the close, went out at last in a flash some 
time during the spring succeeding Polly's death). But 
he did not outlive them long, — the three gravestones 
in the old churchyard all bearing the date of this same 
year. We will trust that he lived long enough, how- 
ever, to fulfil the one honest aim of a dishonest career ; 
that his one year of repentance sufficed him for un- 
doing the work of threescore years and ten, and that 
the lieai t, haunted by the demons of remorse, went to 
its last rest swept and garnished. 

That George sped well with his suit, is placed be- 
yond doubt by the town records, which prove his 
marriage with Angie to have taken place within three 
'Weeks from that point in their courtship where we 
last left them ; and thanks to the fact that half the 
children of the parish were included in the generous 
wedding invitation, there are many yet living who 
have a distinct recollection of that holiday event. 
The India muslin must have been seasonably taken in 
hand and gored, fitted, ruffled, and flounced for the 
occasion, since some of that remote generation testify 
to the beauty of the bride, set off by a gown of this 
description, while others remember having overheard 
their mothers whisper to one another that they had 
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felt of the &bric of the wedding-dress, and that it was 
as fine as a cobweb. All agree that Dominie Yazl 
Zandt looked very imposing with his powdered hair, 
his snowy bands and frills, his flowing robe, and his 
polished knee-buckles, and that weddings now-a-days 
suffer vastly from the absence of such dignities. These 
quondam young folks have not yet forgotten their 
fidgetiness and impatience during the long prayer, nor 
their wonder at the tears shed by their seniors during 
a brief address to the young couple which succeeded ; 
an emotional symptom quite inexplicable to the ju- 
veniles of the party, considering the feasting there was 
in prospect, and the universally conceded &ct that the 
occasion was one of the greatest rejoicing that had 
ever been known at Stein's Plains. 

That George was triumphant also in his scheme of 
taking Angle with him on his approaching voyage to 
Surinam, — possibly on future and more extended voy- 
ages — is evidenced by scraps of foreign correspondence 
still preserved in the family archives, by a reciprocal 
friendship which is known to have existed between 
her and George's friends at the South American port, 
by the reputation of an experienced traveller which 
she to some extent shared with her husband, and abov< 
all by the vigorous constitution and renewed youti 
which must be at least partially attributed to th 
change of climate and the healthful sea-breezes whic 
she enjoyed at this crisis of her life. 

These experiences, however, must have been co 
pressed into a comparatively brief period, for withii 
year or two after her marriage she was figuring as ' 
centre and Hight of a domestic circle no longer do 
ciled within the contracted limits of the cross-r 
cottage, but occupying the wider area of the 
tavern, which, together with the Cousin property 
the Rawle farm, had, partly by the act of restitu 
partly by natural inheritance, become vested in Gc 
Indeed, I am inclined to attribute the scrupulouf 
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even niggardly exactness with which Stein weighed and 
adjusted other claims to his partiality for those of his 
nephew, and a desire to do ample justice to one whose 
wrongs at his hands could not be mathematically com- 
puted and atoned for. It is not probable that 
Hannah's life was prolonged to the period 'of emigra- 
tion from the cottage to the tavern, since the senior 
memories of the parish can recall only one old woman 
among the family group, and the picture of her im- 
pressed on these memorial tablets is that of a diminu- 
tive form and pinched face, united, however, with an 
activity of body and retention of the faculties quite 
unusual at the great age to which she lived. Add to 
this that her most cheerful salutations and expressions 
of pleasure, as well as her occasional utterances of 
anxiety and solicitude were invariably prefaced with a 
" heigh-ho," or a " dearie me," and we may be quite 
sure that this venerable figure was no other than 
Margery, come back to end her days in her ancestral 
home, not, as formerly, the patient drudge, but pro- 
moted to the chief place of ease and honour in the 
household. 

Yan Hansen's deeply-grounded prejudice against 
Angle must have yielded to the influence of time and 
truth, or been subdued by those thoughtful winning 
ways which, in her new relation as George's wife, were 
more directly brought to bear upon him. Otherwise 
the comfort and independence of his bachelor home 
would never have been superseded by the attractions 
of the tavern fireside, where he became so thoroughly 
domesticated that tradition never fails to refer to this 
clumsy chip of the old Dutch block — this hearty, 
simple, four-square man, who might always be seen, 
especially at twilight, comfortably ensconced in an out- 
of-the-way corner, his pipe in his mouth, and himself a 
prey to the privileged children — George's children, who 
clambered over him, danced around him, took strange 
liberties with his pipe and his pockets; or, still as 
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mice, and safely hid in the shadow of his bulky form, 
evaded the impending — '' Bedtime, children T and lis- 
tened with eagerness to his oft-repeated stories, with 
the hero of which even the youngest was familiar, — 
uncle Dick's tales invariably ending with '' and that 
boy was — who do you think Y* — to which the answer 
was always correctly given, with one voice, " I know 
— father r 

Nor, though Van Hansen's admiring love for George 
constituted the one passion of his otherwise phlegmatic 
temperament, was he eccentric or singular in his pre- 
ference, for the long-lost village favourite was des- 
tined in his new career at Stein's Plains to become 
more univei*sally and more deservedly popular than in 
the days when he achieved his early successes and 
triumphs. Though he is known to have made several 
voyages, his experience of the sea was but a brief 
episode in his life compared with the many years, 
when, as landlord, farmer, citizen, and benefactor, he 
earned for himself the praise, the gratitude, and the 
good-will of all men. The town and county records 
bear evidence to the various offices of usefulness and 
trust which he successively filled, and as justice of 
the peace he had the enviable reputation of having 
hushed up or averted more quarrels in one year than 
Lis neighbour justices had tried during their whole 
term of serving. 

He was a prosperous man, too ; not that he, like 
his predecessor, knew how to coin money cut of men's 
weaknesses and necessities; for though the tavern doors 
wete always open to the stranger and the wayfarer, 
George's hospitalities were too widely extended, and 
of too liberal an order, to be consistent with success 
as a publican : and it was less as a landlord than as a 
shipmaster, less as a shipmaster than as a farmer, 
that the fortune which he had inherited from his 
uncle was maintained and multiplied. Still he had, 
in more than one way, found his vocation, and 
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achieved prosperity. Better still, no one envied him ; 
and this, although it was universally conceded that he 
had the best-managed household, the broadest acres, 
the fleet-est colt (a foal of Nancy's), and the handsomest 
wife in all the Jerseys. On the contrary, the neigh- 
bourhood, which had sympathized with the more 
adventurous and afflicting experiences of his youth, 
felt a joy and pride in every success and promotion 
that fell to the lot of their most worthy citizen ; and 
when the rapid growth of the country had transformed 
the thinly settled district, familiarly known as Stein's 
Plains, into a thriving township, boasting a post- 
office, and meriting a more honoured name, they were 
unanimous in bestowing on the place its modern 
name of Rawley. 

And the old tavern, the central point whence our 
story radiated, and the spot to which we have finally 
returned, no longer Stein's, but Rawle's Tavern, 
is still the centre and nucleus of Rawley, the 
centre of all the hospitalities, the merry-makings, 
the social cheer traditionary in the place; the 
centre, too, where most of . the deeds of public 
spirit, patriotism, and philanthropy which have dis- 
tinguished the village, caught their impulse or found 
their spur; the centre towards which young hearts 
turn, haunted by tender associations with the spot 
where they were baptized in love, reared in virtue, 
and consecrated to God; the centre to which old 
hearts cling, haunted only now by grateful memories 
of the blessings which have crowned their days, 
and by the serene and joyful hopes which gild their 
sunset. 



TUE END. 



LOVSOV 

(UTILL Aim BDWABSI^ mVTXBBf OHlVSOe fOIBI^ 

OOTMKl CABDXV. 



BBWABDS AND GIFT BOOKa 80 

% 
CAPTAIN MATNE BEID'S 

BOOKS OF ADVENTURE FOR BOYS. 

*^ &8 a writer of books for boys, commend us, aboTO all men VMna, to Ok>- 
tain Mavne Beid I Whereyer his books go^ there will be abundant (folight for 
hours of reading, and plenty to talk of by the evening fire.**— JToneoT^ormwt. 

** Boys like to get hold of the incident without much trouble, or without 
meeting in the way big words to tumble over. They like a good story-teller, 
who can spin a yam pleasantly,— they Uke adventure, — ^thev like a fright now 
and then, followed by a 'jolly fit of laughter,' and all this they know they are 
sure to find in the pages of their tri&iaaeid,**'^Manehater Bxaminer. 

Fcap. price 6s. eacli, cloth gilt, or 6s. 6d« gilt edges^ 

THE BOY HUNTERS ; or. Adventures in search of a White 
Baffalo. With 12 IllustrationB by Habybt. 

*' Just such a book as we would make a Christmas present of to a foyouritP 
youthful friend."— 0&«en>er. 

THE DESEBT HOME ; or the Adventures of a lost Familir 
in the Wilderness. With 12 Illnitrations by William Haryet. 
"This is a Tolame in which young gentlemen between the sges o^ «welve 

and twenty would greatly retjoioe An interesting story, expressly 

framed to introduce the youthful reader to an extensive acquaintance with 
natural history."— ^"itic. 

" The author is personaUy familiar with the scenes he describes, and is thus 
able to give them an air of truthfulness, which in other circumstances can only 
be attained by the rarest genius."— CAom&er*' JoumaL 

THE POEEST EXILES; or the Perils of a Peruvian 
Family amid the Wilds of the Amaion. With 12 lUnstratioiui by 
Harbison Wbib and Jvliah Fobtoh. 

"Full of tftartling OTents, marvellous incidents, and hair-breadth 'scapes^ 
which almost take one's breath away while he reads, and the wonder in eveiy 
case is, by what extraordinary dexterity and ingemiity his personages escape 
the many perilous adventures in which they are engaged, and which are so 
frightfrdly exciting when read by a winter's fireside."— (?&wni€r. 

THE YOUNG TXGERS ; or a Narrative of Hunting Adven- 
tnres in Southern Africa. With 12 Xllnstrations by Harybt. 

" Take our word for it, boy friends, if you become Capt. Mayne Beid's *boy 
Teade'm ' on oar recommendation, you will thank us for it with all your hearts, 
and praise the book more enthusiastically than we have done.'*— Noncon/ormitt, 

THE BUSH-BOYS ; or the History and Adventures of a 
Cape Farmer and his Family in the Wild Karoos of Southern Africa. 
With 12 lUostrations. 

"Capt. Mayne Beid, the idol of the boy readers of Bngland. because par 
txeeUenee, and beyond all manner of oomparison, (As writer for ioea of tliMe 
healthy, invigorating, delightAil books of adventure.'*' '^ 



00 BOUTLEDQE ft CO.'S CATALOGUE. 

BSayne Reid*s Booki — (continued). 

In fcap. 8to, price 5s. each, or 6b. 6d., gilt edgei^ 

THE YOUNG YOYAGEURS ; or, the Boy Hunters in the 
North. With 12 Ulcustratioiis by Haryit. 

" There can be little doubt that * Tlie Young Voyagcura ' will command aa 
wide and lasting a popularity aa its predecessors— those predecessors prized, we 
question not, by many a noble-hearted boy as among hto chief book-favoirites 
— ranged by him on the same dear old shelf with ' The Boy's Own Book' and 
* Bobinson Crusoe.' ** " 



I^HE BOY TAR; or, a Voyage in the Dark. With 12 
IllastratioDS by Charlbs S. Kesnb. 

RUIN; or, the Grand Bear Hunt. By Captain Maynb 
Beid. Illastrated by Zwiokkr. 

"The young bear-hunters see all kinds of curious things, wander over all 
manner of strange forests ; and return home at last with an immense cargo of 
bearskins, and a choice collection of exciting stories."— Guardian. 

|DD PEOPLE; or, A Popular Description of Singular 
Baces of M&n. With lUastrations by Zwbokbb. 



B 







JACK MANLY, His Adventures by Sea and by Land. 
By James Grant, Author of the " Bomanoe of War," " Jane Seton,'* 
fce. With Illustralions by Ksxlet Halbwellb. 

"Mr. Grant was always a good hand at constructing romances with plenty 
of incidents in them. Boys will delight in this story, which is well printed; 
capitally illustrated, and full of wonderful adventures from bcginniog to end." 
^-LUerary Budget. 

** Will find a cordial and hearty welcome by everybody who admires 
undaunted courage, indomitable perseverance, and a fearless, outspoken, 
frank, and go-ahead fello^^ such as Jack Maaly, the hero of this story."— 
Obterver. 

DICK RODNEY ; or, the Adventures of an Eton Boy. By 
James Grakt, Author of '*Jack Manly," with lUastrations by 
Eeelet Halswelle. 



DIGBY HEATHCOTE ; or, the Early Days of a Country 
Gentleman's Son and Heir. By W. H. G. KiHOsroir, Author of 
"Ernest Bracebridge," and ** Peter the Whaler." Illustrated by Har- 
rison Weir. 

T OUIS' SCHOOL DAYS. A Story for Boys. By Miss 
J-* Mat, Author of "Dash wood Priory." *With New Illustrations by 
BxaKBT FosTsa. 

** One of the best— the very best— wo have seen for y^QXH.**'^ Sharps b Mofwdni, 



REWARDS AND GIFT BOOKS. 81 

In fcap. 8to, price 58. eacb, or 5s. 6d. gilt edges, 

DASH WOOD PKIORY; or, Mortimer's College Days. By 
E. J. Mat, Author of << Louis* School Days.'' Illastrated by John 

G(lLBEBT. 

1^ 

SAXELFOED ; A Story for Boys. By Miss May, Authoress 
of "Louis' School Days." With Eight Illustrations by Absolon. 

"If we could have our will respectincr it fulfilled, there would not be a 
household at Christmastide, in which 'Saxelford' would not be the most 
welcome literary guest to present to families and fHends around the cheerful 
and cheering holly-crowned fireside."— ^«{r« Meuenger, 



WALKS, TALKS, TRAVELS, AND EXPLOITS OF 
TWO SCHOOLBOYS. By the Her. J. 0. Atkihsok, Incumbent of 
Danby. With Illustrations by Harrison Weir. 

*' This very attractive Volume is written in the genial, good humoured spirit 
of 'Tom Brown's School Days.' It gives the adventures of Bob and Jack 
during their Holidays, and abounds in graphic sketches of Natural History— 
Birds' NestiDg->Crickot— Football, and every variety of subject calculated to 
interest the mind of Boys. 



PLATHOURS AND HALF-HOLIDATS. By the Eev. 
J. C. Atkinson. Ulnstrated by CJolehan. Including all kinds of 
Fishing, Babbit Hunting, Butterfly and Moth Collecting, Wild Fowl 
Shooting, Nest Hunting, Cricket^ and yarious sports of the Play Ground. 



HARDY AND HUNTER; A Boy's Own Story. By Mrs. 
Ward, author of ** Jasper Lyle." With Illustrations by Harrison 
Weir. 

THE WONDERS OF SCIENCE; or, Young Humpliry 
Davy ; or. The Life of a Wonderful Boy, written for Boys. By 
Henrt Mathew. With Illustrations by John Gilbert. - 

** My object has been to show youths how one of the greatest of natural 

Shilosophors had, when a lad, like themselves, made Ainue^ acquainted with 
le principles of science, and thus to induce them to ' go and do likewise ; ' for 
assiu-edly there is no education like that self- education which is sure to f )llow 
directly a fervent taste is created for any (larticular branch of knowledge. 
To create such a taste was my sole motive for writing this book."—- ^u<Aor'« 
Prefajce. 

THE STORY OF THE PEASANT BOY PHILOSO- 
PHER ; or, **A Child gathering Pebbles on the Sea-shore." 
Pounded on the early life of Ferguson, the Shepherd boy Astronomer, and 
intended to show how a poor lad became acquainted with the prinoiples of 
E^atural Science. By Hevrt Matbsw. With many lUauttrations. 



BOUTLEDGB k CO.'S CATALOQUS. 



In Ibap. 8to, price 6f . each ; or with gilt edges, 6f . 6d.y 

LILIAN'S GOLDEN HOURS. By E. Mbtbyard 
(Silybbpbh). With Bight lUurtiatioiis by Absolov. 

In '* Lilian's Golden Hoon," Mias Metejrard has drawn a charming piefcaro 
of one of those early fHendshipa which most of us cherish as a sacred mamorisl 
of our youth. This work will be eagerly sought after bj the yomig, to whom 
books of this kind haye become a poaitiTC neceaitj. 



HELEN MOEDAUNT ; or, The Standard of Life. By Mrs. 
WxBBy Aathoreis of " NaomL** With 4 Illiictntioiifl. 

THE CHILDREN 07 THE NEW FOREST. By 
Oaptain Uaulyax, Anther of *'The Little Sayage^" fce. With 
BngEftTings by Johr Gilbbrt, engrayed by Dalzuoa 



LITTLE SAVAGE : or, Adventures on a Desert Island. By 
Oaptain ICiaRTAf • With Eight IUii8tntik>iui from DesigiiB by Johi 
GiLMno* 



BEWABDS AND GIFT BOOKa 



BOUTLBDQB'S JTTVBlSriLB BOOKS. 

Price 38. 6d. each. 

The greaJteit care h<u been taken in the production of this series to render 
them the cheapest and best set of Books of the kind that can be a/nywhere 
obtained. All have been carefuUy revised by competent editors. The 
lUmtrations are designed by the best artists^ and the whole series ioeU 
printed and bound elegantly in emblematical doth bindings. 



CLASS I.— BOOKS OF ADVENTTJBE. 

In fcap. 8yo, 38. 6d. eacli, doth gilt ; or with gilt edges, 4s., 

THE WILD MAN OF THE WEST. By E. M. Ballantynb. 
With Illnstratioiis by Zwioubr. 

LAND AND SEA TALES. By The Old Sailoe. With 
Sight lUnstratioius. 

THE BED EEIC ; or, The Whaler's Last Cruise. By B. M, 
Ballanttnb. With lUustratloiui by W. S. Colbmait. 



THE BEAK HUNTERS OF THE BOCKT MOtJNTAINS. 
By Anke BowHAir. lUastrated by Zweokeb. 

** Miss Bowman's style is simple, pleasing; and judicious, her language 
graceful though familiar, and the subjects on which she treats are presented 
to the reader in a most intelligible and ftscinating aspect."'itfomwv StrdUi. 



THE CASTAWAYS; or. Adventures of a Family in the 
Wilds of Africa. By Amn Bowiuv. With Eight BluetratlonB by 
Ba&rison Wsdu 

Is a most interesting work, eontaining the adyentures of a fomily in the 
wilds of Africa, with many thrilling, perilous, and amusing incidents. The 
hunting adventures are related with great spirit. 



ESPEEANZA ; or. The Home of the Wanderers. By Annb 
BowHAK. With Eight lUuBtrations by Bibket Fostsb. 



THE KANGAEOO HUNTEES ; or Adventures of a Family 
in the Bosh and Pkins of Australia. By Abbx Bowkav. With 
niustrations by Habbisob Wbib. 

THE YOUNG EXILES. A Boy's Book of Adventure 
amongst the Wild Tribes of the Norti^ By Ami BoWKAV. Witir 
Sght Ulnstxatioiui bj Habbisox Wiib. 



91 nOUTLEDGE ft CO.'S CATALOQUR 

THE BOY VOYAGEES. By Annb Bowmajj. Illustrate 
Bj Ha&risov Wxdl 

ROBINSON CRUSOE; includins: His Farther Adventure 
By Dahiel DnoB. Illaatrated by Phiz. 

" The fVLssing delightful story of many fj^eratioiu^ the always entettainii 
book, and tlio mil^ect of oopy to all ages." 



SWISS FAMILY BOBINSON ; or, Adventures on a Desci 
Island. Oomplete Edition. Bevised and Improred. With Sixtet 
Large SngraTings by John Gilbert. 



THE ISLAND HOME ; being the Adventures of Six Youn 
Gnuoes, cast on a ]>e8olate Island. With Illastrations. 



THE WAR TRAIL ; or, The Hunt of the Wild Horse. B 
Oaptain MAvn Beid. With Bight Ulostrations by W. Harvxt. 



THE QUADROON ; or, Adventures in the Far West, 
Captain Mayhb Beid. With Eight Illastrations by W. Hart 



Harvst. 



Price 38. 6d. each. Bevelled boards, extra gilt sides and edges, 

VOYAGE AND VENTURE; or Perils by Sea and Lam 
Selected from the Works of the most celebrated Tnivellers in Model 
Times. With Illastrations by John Gilbert. 



^HE LITTLE WHALER. By F. Gekstaecker. Wit 

Eight Illustrations by Harrison Weir. 

** Geistacckcr is the most popular writer of the day with the young. I 
has seen v/hat ho descnbes, aud shared in the adventures wliich ho relate 
Hence Iiia books are truthful pictures of the busy scenes of active life." 



FRANK WILDMAN'S ADVENTURES by WATER an 
LAND. By Fredkrick Qerstakcker. Translated from the Qermar 
With Illastrations by Harrison Weir. 

**We have perused the adventures of the hero of the story with innc 
pleasure, and can recommend it without hesitation ; the descriptions of rot 
and things are bketchcd off with apparently a practised hand." — Momi) 
CkronicU* 



w 



ILD SPORTS IN THE FAR WEST. By Fredekic 
GsBSTASQ&sft.' With Bight lUostrations by Harrison Weir, 



ROUTLEDGE'S CHEAP LITE1IATURE. 



R. JAMES'S NOVELS AND TALES. 



id 
nstcin 



of Ehrenstoin 
lother 



Price U, eacTi, paper covers, 

Bichelieu 
The Gipsy- 
Forest Days 



^stus 



The Huguenot 
Man-at-Arms 



Price U. 6d, each, hoards. 
False Heir 
Forgery 
Gentleman of the Old 

School 
Heidelberg 
Jacquerie 

Price 2s. each, 
John Marston Hall 



Russell 

Arabella Staart 
The Woodman 



Agincourt 
The " 



e King's Highway 



My Aunt Pontypool 
One In a Thousand 
Robber 
Rose D'Albret 
Sii'Theodore Broaghton 
Charles Tyrrell 



Smuggler 



TLEDGE'S CHEAP DICTIONARIES. 

Well printed and bound in cloth. 

'8 Pronouncing Dictionary, containing all the New Words. 2s. 

> Dictionary of the English Language, 640 pages, 25,000 Words, 

ypo. Is. 

^s Dictionary, adapted to the Present State of English Literature, U, 

'8 School Dictionary, with Chronological Tables. 1«. 6d. 

i'8 Pronouncing Dictionary, with 2,000 New Words. 1*. 

's Pocket Dictionary, with Walker's Pronvncxatioit. Boy. 

's Pocket Dictionabt, cheapest, Roy. 32mo, && 6d; 



AUNT MAYOR'S TOY BOOKS. 

^aX ^vot Sixpence each^ with Fancy Covert » and Largo lUusU'ations 
highly coloured. 



'ea Party 

•y Alphabet 

yof Tom Thumb 

ella 

riree Bears 

r and the Beast 

n 

in the Wood 

he Giant-killer 

Dinner Party 

1 Boots 

' My Thumb 

utterfly's Ball 

iding Hood 

Dog Trusty 



28 The Cherry Orchard 

29 Dick Whittington, See. 

30 History of Our Pets 

31 Punch and Judy 

82 History of John Gilpin 

33 History of Bluebeard 

34 Old Mother Hubbard 

35 Little Tottv 

86 Cock Rohm and Jenny 
Wren 

37 Sinbad the Sailor 

38 Jack and the Bean-stalk 
89 House that Jack Built 
40 The Old Woman and 

Her Pig 



41 A— Apple Pie 

42 Tom Thumb's Alphabet 

43 Baron Munchausen 

44 Puck and Pea Blossom's 

Visit to London 

45 Picture Alphabet 

46 The White Cat 

47 Valentine and Orson 

48 Arthur's Alphabet 

49 Old Dame Trot and her 

Cat 

50 Dorothy Frump and her 

Six Dogs 



t mounted on Linen, entitled MAYOR'S EVERLASTING TOTS, 
and strongly bound, price Is. each* 



London: ROUTLEDGE, WARNE, AND ROUTLEDGE. 



B0XJTI2DOFS CHEAP ' LXTSBATUBE. 

lCb«7 la OfMBMiitei Botrdtd Oofns.' 



« VndB, Wid« WofM, U, ITeihfren 
• LIfeof Nelioti. U. „ ^'^P^'^ 
9 Wdliiirtoii, U. ISnrTarlnn^ 

8 Ilncte Tom'» Ctthln, U. Mn, Sfrre 

10 VKftr of Wakirfiftld, U. Go'dtmUh 

U U.mt-t ttom a ManM, U. 

14 Ooeechr, Si. Wethrrell 

U New ZntendtU. iib»7» 

Si Bundle of Croirqaflify U. 

CrwrqviU 
M Hobbf and Dobbi, U. Od. Crayon 
40 Jnfldrlitvy lu CauM and Cure, U. 

NeUon 
40 The LampIiisJiter, U. Cumiuingu 
67 TboRo^mf l^nRlbhman. 1«. 
70 8bUUng Ci>ckery ti,t the People. U, 
Sbvrr 
74 Oak Op£«lBir«» U. Od, Cooper 

70 Twenty Yean d an AfHcan Slaver, 
U. 6a, Mayer 

OS Aftlnr CharadM. IJ. Mist Bowfitan 
01 Yonng FhinkTHolidaTS, U. <kf. 

mtMliw coytu 
110 Hidden Path, U. Borland 

122 Robinson Crufoe,ii]ialNridfed edition, 

If. o<2. 
138 Clement Lorimer,U. td, 

Anffut Reach 
120 Heldemnauer, li . 8d. Oseifier 

132 Solitary Hunter, The, U, td, 

Pattiter 
134 Ennui, It. Edgetrorth 

148 HilU of the Shatemuc, U. Gd, 

MU* Warner 
1S5 Shakspere Not an Impostor, U. 

An Enoluh Critic 
15C Mark's Reef, 1*. erf. Cooper 

157 Prt'cuiition, U. 6d. Cooper 

IW Private Life of on Eastern King, 2f, 
Kniglitoj 
150 Flood and Field, U, (kl. Maxiecl! 
167 Moss Side, is. Harland 

188 Mabel Vauglinn, U. Gd. Cumminf 
171 Actint; I'ro verbs, is. Ilarirooif 

184 Forest Life in Norway and Sweden, 

2«. Nervland 

185 Tough Yams, Is. td. Old Sailor 
180 Marvels of Science, J*. Fvllom 
101 A Lady's Captivity among Chinese 

Pinites Fanny Louviot 

108 The I>erby Ministry, u. M. 

Mark IfocJiester 

104 MHet Standi9h, and other Poems is- 

JT. ir. Lonfifellom 

105 Eroir.ent Mon Mid Popular Books, 

2«. JYeprintcd from Tfte Timea 
100 Rallfids (illustrated), ss. AiruKorth 
205 A SiUor*i Adventures, is. 

^^ . . Gerstnecker 

SOG Ohristian Names Explained, is. 

N» NichoU 



Wf Tlie Pllfrim't Procreoi, U. Bunwan 
seo Eufenle Omndet, Is. ItnUae, 

SU Joaia Rookh, is. Thomas BJhort* 

212 Austriau Dungeons in Italy, is. j 

OrHnC 

213 Rifle Yolunteert, Is. Cd. Hans Duski 
814 Maximuma of Muggiaft S«. _ ; 

C. Selhut 

210 Balthasar; or, Sclenoa and l^ve. lii 

JJfftxa4 

217 A Monnted Trooper's Adventures j 

in tlie Australian Constabulury, 

Is. 6d, W. Burrinek 

210 Poole's Comic Sketch Rook, sv. j 

J. Pom 

220 Dottingt of a Lounger, is. \ 

Frank Fofrltf 



i Hamlet, with Notes, Is. Shahspeatf 

— ••"" of Italy, 2s. ' : 

A, L, V. Orettofi 



I The V Icissitudea of Italy, Ss. 



233 Ilardwicke on Friendly Societies» 

Ss. 6<2. 

204 Echoes from the Backwoods, is. 6d, 
Sir R. Leringe 
228 The Christmas Hamper, is. • 

Mark Lemm 
288 The Dinner Question, is. > 



Tahltha TiekMooth 



230 nography and Criticbm, 2Sc 

Reprinted from The Tlmt$ 

231 Jottings from My Journal, 2a. 

Jkliza Copk 

232 Cozy Nook Tales, is. Mr. Glib 
2:« Cuilierine, Is, Jules Saiuieau 
234 Garibaldi : an Autobio^rapliy, 2s. 

Vumas 
236 Land and Sea Talos, is. M. 

The Old Sailor 
7sn The War-Lock, Is. M. 

The Old Sailor 
238 Thal«l»a, is. Souths i 

2:t9 The Fortune Teller, is. Lnirjord 

240 The ToncJ it of Lif»», Is. Eviprton 

241 The GariOblitiur.k in Sicily, Is. 

Vunias 
2i2 Up among -he Pandios, 2s. M, 

Magendi* 
243 Columbus' Life and Yoyages "is. 

1r. Irfiing 

245 Half-hours with ForeJgn Authors, 

is. G, L. 

2(6 Sporting Adventures in the World, 

2s. . J. D'Eirts 

247 The Medical Student, Is. 

Albert Smith 

240 The Tommiebeg Shootings; or, a 

Moor in Scotland, 2s. fid, Jeans 

251 Lord Geo. Bentinck : a Biography, 

2s. JB. DisraeH 

253 Life of the late Prince Albert, Is. 

Wt^ord 

254 Hones and Hounds, 2s. Scrutator 

[Continv^. 



London: routledqe, warne. and routleooe. 



ROUTLEDGE'S CHEAP LITERATURE, CONTINUED. 



255 Chiim Aiul Lower Bengml, post 8vo, 

yjt. n//. Q, IK. Cooke 

2.'j0 Life ill (liina, with Maps, pott hvo» 

2M Kiiil).i««ips ftnrt Forrlsn Ponrti^ poit 

Ml), -j.t. Foi-ififj Eiuj'luhnMn 

239 I^)vo TuUm, by Heyr, Ij». hrlifMi by 

a. n» Kinanlni 

2C0 Cari'joo, tho Croat Gold K.jjiU »f. 



\\\.\\ Mil p. !«. 
2C2 Kioiuliu'i Lilc and 
U, 



llazVttt 
Perform:! I iii««, 
littnhs 



263 Mathews' (C.) Uf6,U,td^ editod by 
JB. Zf. Yatea 
SU Hodire Podsc, 1«. E. Itoutlfidgo 
>105 Riddles and Jokes (Third Sorie.i), U, 
E. HtmtMge 
•286AdrerUM: How? When? Where? 
1«> W. Smith 

icn Adrentnrefl of a Spartlnar Dog» U. 
2J8 Mrt. Jones's Evening Parly, It. 

E.l{outledge 



CHEAP LITERATURE. 

CLFARANCK 8T0CK: SOLD AT HALF THE PUBLISHED PRICE. 
iihilling Vo'uMfs told at dd. 



Aii'trinn Dunroon* in It:ily Orsini 

S<':iii<tni)iii: tin- Sturyoi Its Fnll 

Wi'ltcrt'* IJiMwt If. Irvinff 

liuriiuiii uiui the Ilurmese 

Our MiRTcll.iiiy I'ate* and Brot/ffh 

Jew of Deiiiiinrk Miss Goldsmld 

Sam Slick In Texas 

Stirresson of Muhomet IT. Irrino 

India J. H, Stocquclcr 

('hiiclwick's Poem* 



Mont Diane and Back, including 8w{t«er- 
land Walter White 

Industry of the United Statt.>s 

Whltfrorth and Wdllis 
Turkpy, Paitt and Present. J. if. Morell 
The Roving Knglisliman 
The GuribHulinns in Sicily Dumas 

Hnlf-IInurs witli Forcijjn Authors 
Life of tlte Prince Consort Walford 
I Tricks of Trade 



Ck>inpanious of Culiimbus W.Irring Home and the World 

Eightrenpenny Volumes sold at 9d. 

Longbeard ; or, the Revolt of the Soxnns 
C. Mackay 
Home and the World ilf r«. hires 

** We are all Low People there," and 
other Tales 5. Phillips 

The Mutiny In India 
Self-Contn^l Mrs, Brunton 



Mrs, Jtives 



Billetsand Bivouacs 

Tiie Garies and Uiei r Friends Mrt, Webb 

Rifle Clubs and Volunteers 

W. JET. Russell 
Drafts for Acceptance Itaywond 

Hobbs's and Dobbs's; or. Dressmakers 
and Dreas Wearers 



Ttvo Shilling Volumes told at Is. 

The Sepoy Revolt Henry Mead I Embassies and Fbreign Courts 

The Roving Envlishroan in Turkey The hoeing Englishman 

Tronic's Comic Sketches Vicissltadcs of Italy tiretton 

Maximums of Muggins C, Selby I Ftenny the Milliner 



BY W. H. PRESCOTT. 

In feap. 8no, price 2s, eaeh rolume, boards; or clothe as. Gd. 

HlBTORT OP THX RbIOX OF FRBDIKAND AND ISABELLA. 2 VOlS. 
HiSTORT OF TllR CONQITEST OF MbXICU. 2 Vols. 
llLSTGRT OF THR CONQUBST OP PbRU. 2 VOls. 

IIiaroRT OP TUB RBir.-5 op Philip the Second. 3 vols. 

IllRTORT OF THB ReIGN OF CHARLES THE FiFTH. 2 VOUl. 

Bkmsbafhical and Cbitical Essays, l yoL 



ROUTLEDGE'S HANDBOOKS. 



Price Sixpence each, hoards^ with HhistratUms. 



Swimming and Skating J. G, Wood 

Gymnastics J. G. Wood 

Ciicfw G. F. Pardon 

AVIiist G. F. Pardon 

Billiards and Bagatelle G. F. Pardon 
DrauKlits and Backgammon (?.F.Par</on 

Cricket J^. houtledge 



The Cardplayer 
Rowing and Sailing 
Riding and Driving 
Archery and Fencing 
Bwother Thames Conundrums 



G, F. Pardon 



Manly Exercises, Boxing, Walking, &c. 
* E. houtledge 



Croquet 



London: ROUTLEDGE, WARNE, AND ROUTLEDGE. 
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NOVELS AND '^ 


^^^^^^^K' 


CHTIAP EDITION. IK J-OA^. 8to^ 
Pnc« 2*. each. ^^ 




1 

t 


PELHAM. 
PAUL CLIFFORD. 
EUGENE ARAM. 
THE LAST DAYS 

OP POMPEII. 
RIENZI. 
THE LAST OP THE 

BARONS. 
i ERNEST MALTRA- 

VEKS. 


ALICE. ^ 
NIGHT M 

ING. 
DISOWNI 
DEVERBl 
THE CAX 
MY NOVI 
MY NOVI 
LUCRETL 
HAROLD. 
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Price 1*. 6d. each. ^^ 

GODOLPHTN. 1 ZANON|j 

Price 1m. etuA. ^H 
THE PILGRIMS OF THE RhI 
LEIT.A; or. THE SIEGE OP G^ 
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Also, » Fine Edition, in 1» Volumes, "TO 

with R-ontispioeo, ^ce 28. 6d. eacB 

1 
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ROUTLEDGE, WARNE, AND EOl 

BEOADWAT. I^TIDGATB HILL. 
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